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Bellaniragenc tic Earle of Peilibrocke, and Ruthon, 


FL 


Vie Rodorich and my Buble Cozen Flannder;, 
' At \ CUt Battailons rcady for tic charge ? 
[igd. | en thoutaid men of Uricance 1 con 
maundy 
And tice are braucly warihal : on the play n, 
Read, tobe commanunged by your Higihneite, 
Flannd, ASmany et the wariixe brood of Mary 
D cc call ine Geiierall; rholeyn y grauous Lore, 
Together v uh my leltel recommend, 
Io be con: auiided Oy your Muuelty, (chanks, 
Lew, | ja! k ot altic Of [GUNCETS, Duxe of ( JrlEauecs 
WW hat lets vs chat ye charge noton the t oc 7 
\ awar, Niy Lord of Pewmbrooke, are your ngliiiimen 
IQ 1SCrOna mii ITY ICa0Y (Or tick! $4 4 
tew, | letr and trglitli mal e ons workke b 
\\ herect your teſleisrhe mouug licad 
Ur peace,or warrey Wpicaleth you,crec!, 
Naw, Then war; and give the f1gnalithroughthe Holt, 
Lew, Nauar, Novar,iubmiliion were more meete, 
T hen to ade bloudto wrong, 
fan, WV hat wrong. king Lewe: 7 
the K:ingaome of Nauar we will acknowledge - 
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Lew. I lirec bund.ed yerespreicriptions 00 cur ſidge; 
ev leng thy Anccitors by iclcy 
Have i eld thy FR ingdc nic Ot the Crowne of tral Co 
Pew, 1 alk not of yercs,yeres liguit not a Cromne 
Therg's no preicriptions to wilalla king: 
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The Hi ory of 
He finds it written inthe Rowles of tune, 
Nauar's a KtngJoine folcly abſolute, 
Aud by coll in of the ings of France, 
Becaulc it hes lv licly vpon France, 

The people ſpeaking all one mother coun, 

It hath bin wieſted tor a Royalty, 

V neruly due vnto the Crowne of France, 

ThatPembrook (pcaks the trut!, behold myſivo.d, 

Which jhall approue cay words igbſtanuall, 

R ad, Pembrocke, you are:00plaine in your Cifcourtz, 
Bu Itcll chee,odoriche, Tembrocke (olkicr>lllic 
Hath erucly opened,iv/:at ten chouland liues 
VVill hardly doe, it warre be made the Iudze, 
Ro, If war be Iudgerwhy,Mlallow-witted Burben, 

Who ſhall decade clus diff-rence, but var ? 

Hath noc the Tudge puton his Scariet Robe* 

I; notehe field prepar*d? our men 19:7 mourt 

The Trumpers ready tor thc ſound of deaths 

And nothing hindgrs vs but our ow ne words? 

Leaue idle patley,my dread loveratgne Lord, 

And foone reſoluc tlic iuke wn fre and ſa:0).cy 

1 athe manataines a titic talle and torg'd, 

An% that Nawar is a viurping Lord, 

Na,On that ile hazzacd allrhe!e valiant hues, 
Sound Drums and Truinpets, make King Lewes nos 
He makes his belt fric114 prouc his greatelt toe, — 
. Taw, Why pauſe our drums ? our trapers, pea as 199 C, 
Till che bend ayre be made a purple cloud, 
Phe!, Pauſe,gracious tather, 
Ferd, Ncbiec tather, paulc. 

Let Ferdinand thy (onne fofar prevayle, 

That peace,not wagney end this ditference, 
Bel, To. Dellamnuract lake abitayne from a7, 
Phil, Philept'ry lone, humbly defies a peace. 

Lec ng; gy tathier [heathe his warhke word 

Within the bowels of hus Countreymen. 
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the tryall of Chenairy. 
Kath. Thy daughter Kathorma prayes the like. 
Nan, From whence procced this ſudden ſound of peace? 
Cames it from me? whatyfrum ny | crdmand? 
From Bellarrira my ſweet ſecond lelic e 
Lew, Or rather comes :t(lewer) tromeky foulef 
Thy Phily,the true Image ot cy (rites 
Thy Katharirs, thy hearts chieteit oy © 
fied, Princes, you aske, you know not what your (clues, 
Pem,. Roderick, they aske a lweet and plealing booue, 
Road. Whytliey asxe Peace,and we arelet for war, 
Fer. Tis a bad peace exceeds nor alult war, 
Pbil,VVe will not rife from this ſubmiſſive ground, 
Til! we obtayne, if notz peacesa truce, 
Fer, Nor thall owt fect bee guilty of new ſteps, 
Till obrayne a truce tri mur-{eripg war, 
Lew, Sheiy me (ome reaton(lonne Jtor this demaund, 
Nau, Shew me ſomerealon(children)tor thus prove, 
Fey, 1 loue the daughter of thine enemy. 
Faye Katharms hath inthral4 wy heart, 
Phil, lloue the daughter of thine enemy, 
Fayre bellzmirs hath :nthrald my heart, 
Pem. 1s loue the cault?then wheitore wage we nat 
VV hat matter ilt vo weares both Diudems, 
When the Succeſlion lives in eythers heyre 2 
If Ferdinend be crownd King of Nawir, 
Fayre Kaibarins thalbe cro nd |.is Queene : 
If Philip weare the Diadem of France, 
Fayre Bellamwa,crade his loucly Queene, 
Swayes halfe the Scepter. See what heauen can Yor, 
Prowde tor peace, cuen inthe ia es of war | 
Kat, How tweetly duth the Farle of Pembiocke (peake! 
Now truſt me,] am rauwihe with ns VOYCE, 
Lew, \V hat ſaves Nawuar* what,iit war or peace © 
Ns, A truce for three moneths,loupleaie your Highnes; 
During which tune our children thall heus cave, 
YYuh Drum and Trumpet to furucigh the Campe, 
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The Hiſtory of 7 
To Court our daughters, and tofeaſt themſclues, | 
As titsthe ſonnes of honourable foes : 
Andjt it proue a match betweene thei both, 
I here end all dittcrence,lke bequeath my Crowne, 
As arich offering to their nuptiall Rites, 

Lew, Here, {trikethe truce vpon my kwgly hand, 
W hich is as furely ratified 1nthis, 
Asby the teſtimoniail of a world, 
So now,tor three monetls (pace all warres ſurceaſc, 
Uurthoughts are wholy fix: on loue and peace, E xews:. 

Aſazent oor, ard Burbon, 

Rod. Zounds, herg's a truce mave vp by muacle, 

Burb, llecrolle nt by a wily ttcatageiue, 

Red, W hat ſtratagemec ? 

Barb, By loue to Beliamire, 
Oh could ]Idwe imtothe Princes hearty 
By any wnlinuation ne're ſo balc, 
How caltly might Iette my plot, 
To makethe kigdone of Navarre mine 04a, 
'I acre but a dram or lo yrto the lonney 
And a ſ{malleling would {cnd che o]d tian hence 
VWhat,noble Rodorichto 221 nea Crowne, , 
A Duke would dce much), 

Red. More th:npoylon two : 
Bur you,my Lord, torget your lelte too farre; 
Know youto whom you have duclefde your heart? 

Barb, Why tothe Duke of Oricance, 

Red, T he deare friend of Lewes the French Ring. 

Barb, King me no Kings, 
Although we {ceme to be of teucrali lides, 
Redorick, we loue togetherhike true friends, 
T kis Truce giverzyine to our intention : 
Alliſt nie (worthy Orleance) to eitect, 
Fuf,wy defired loue, and nextehc Crowne, 

[iod, Peter as Lions 1s your Lordiiiips leruact, 
A bounce companion, and alyully 1naut : 


tc 


_— yp 
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the tryall of Cheualry. 
He isin loue with Bell/amirace mayd, 
And by that loue hz may beſtead your Highneſle, 
More then your belt tnends1in your beit defignes, 
Call him forth, Fater Peter, 
Burb., WhatPeter, Pit, Here, my Lord, 
Burb. Why doſt thoulooke fo wildly? : 
Per, Not with drinkegnor yer with rage. 
Rod. His lookes are wild with loues 
Pat. With loue furrcucrencetcan there be a face 
Inallthe world patcht vp with eyes and lips, 
A forhead,and a payre of Criunion cheeks, 
Tomake me doat 0n,to make me looke wild* 
Red.Come,come, t1s knowne that you loueT boma/w, 
Pet, Zounds,they that know that, know my heart & all; 
I have not the power to deny 1t,tis maſk crue, 
Bark. And tis moſt true that | leut Bellewire : 
Now if they art in fauour of thy wench, 
Many a meeting thou maylt helpe me to, 
And learne beſides what ſutors (eeke her loue, 
And whomſhe mott affets, Theſe things oace knowne, 
Tiyere worth a Dakedome, Peter, 
Pet. Shloud, gue me I ile warrant you 


The knowledge of theſgWngstennmes ore, 

Rod, Theres Angels (chee,Feter, thynke on them, 
And doe thy beſt to helpe thy maſter's Þue, 
Well,houſdever] (mooth ito the Duke, ; 

My thoughts are bent on his deſtrutiion, (for yo'1, 
Pet, You have my heartia your purſe, tle doe any thing 
Far, Ardthou ſhaltwantno gold, & fo tarwel. Exmmt, 
Per. 1 canner chule but farewell,and have the good Ati 

gels to comfore me; yer Iam melancholy. Heeres gold t» 

rake me merry; O but(hey ho)beres loue to make me lu, 

To auovd prolveny, L am croſt with a Yutory that wants a 

piece of his coung,and that makes him come liſping home: 

they call lum Caxaliers Bowyer he will haue no nay, butt'ie 
wench, By theſe tules,fuci, another Cwaſli-Buckler lies not 
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the tryall of Cheuatry, 


Of aduerſe parents ſhould be tumelefle nipr, 
And dye e're itattayne maturity z 
For 1 haue heardgthe Princefle whom he (crnes, 
Is hotely courted by che Duke of Burbon, 
Who to eftc & his choyce, hath in thele warres 
Furniſhe your tather witha gallant power : 
His loue may haply then dilable Pholips, 

Fer. Q1,0,my tather doth att the Prince: 
Beſides,wy liſters heart 15/0 combin'd 
To lus in perteR love, that Barbons hate, 
Ner all the wy orld that knot can ſeparate, 
Then ſorrow not for him, but turne the (ſtreame 
Ot gentle pity on thy wretched triend, 
V uhin whole boſome Icue hath kindled fre, 
So ardent, that the flames will bury me, 
Philips thronedinmy liſters eyes: 
Burt 1n wy loue diſdayne and hatred lyes. 

Pem, oth ſhe not pay true kindnefſle with the like 2 

Fer, As\tcpdames,orphanes,night,the cleer-tac't day, 
So doth ſhe hate me,and returne my woes, 
Like a ſtecld Anuill backward on my lelte, 
She 15 all hate, yet ſuch a louely foe, 
Thatl mult kitfe the word that wounds me (0, 

Pem, Inecire chele thoughtrs,this 15 her fathers tent, 
Druw, ge a tricndly ſummons tothe King, 

Fer, korbeare a while(dearc Pewbrooke:; )by our vowes, 
W hich in che booke of heauen arcregiltred, 
By all che righces of triendſtup, by that loue 
T hou bearlt thy native Countrey, | coniure thee, 
T his day to be che Trumpetof my worth, 
To {peake the palsions of thy gricued friend, 
T o Katharmes eares,to]l thole pure Tuory gates, 
Pearit withthe volley of thy battering words, 
Giue way towy laments ro touch her heart : 
For this have I extracted the efrom many, 


Madethce my fellow Pilgrim to her (brine, 
Þ B Knowing 


The Hiſtory of 


k nowingthy thoughts from loves Religion free, 
\\Uien my prayers fayle,thy tongue may plcad tor me, 
em, N\uit 1 be ſpokesmant Pembroockg plead for lous? 
W hole toung tunde tothe Ialtruments of war, 
Neuer knew ſtraine of fancy on my breath: 
Afſtetion ncuer dweir, but war and death, 
But if chou lou'dicto have thy foldizrs fight, 
Or heazten the ſpent courages of men, 
Pembrocke could vica tile inutncibie, 
Lou'dit thou a cownegliie reach thee how to woo ker, 
ith words ofthundcr-bullets wraptin fucy 
Till withthy Cannon battry ſherelent 
And humble her proud heart to ſtoop ro thee, 
Or it not this ,then mount thee on a Steed, 
V\ hoſe courage never awde an yron Vit, 
Andthou ſhalc heare me hollow to the beaſt, 
And with commaunding acceats matter hum; 
I 1s Courtſhip Pembrocke knowes; but idle loue, 
Theilicke-fac't obiceR of an amorcus brayne, 
Did ncuer clothe mine eye-balls, never raughe 
I his roung inurde to broyles and {tratagems, 
[ he paſhonate language of atroubled heart : 
I am too blunt and rude for ſuch nice {cruice, 
Yer ſince my friend inioynes me to thus taske, 
I ake courage, ile both ſpeake,plead,;voofor thee, 
And when 1 want fit words to moue her mind, 
ile Craw wy (word, and (iweare ſhe mult be kind, 


Drummer report our pralenceto the King, 
*' 


A parley,and anſwered, Enter France,F lawn. 
dert,and attendants, 


Lew, Prince Ferdinand,and honourd Englith Pemrookey 
Now by S, Demir, welcome, Onerunne itraight, 
And gue our daughter notice of theſe gheits, 
What 1:48 we know you come prepar'dto woo : n 
0 


the tryall of Chenalry. 


d 0 woogto winne; pow by our ſacred life, 

Ve with in foule our daughter were your wite, 

Our lonpne 1s with your fiſter, faire hap wayt; 

For peace or war liuesin your loue or hates 

Welcome once wore;tuit,weele go (ee your louey 
After,to banquet, and trom thence to w 00, 

Be merry, then weele {hare a triendly part, 

Burt you jhall tryumphin our Caughters heart, Txewt, 


E nier Katharina,ber man Bowyer,and d 
Payner, 


Kath. Seethat the Tent be ready turniilied, 

By this, my father and thoſe Lords are met, 

Mongſt whom, the noble Pembrooke,like the Sunne, 

QOut-ihines the borrowed glory.of the reit; 

And well I may compare lam tothe Sunne, 

1 hat but once looke ypon with his fayre ſhape, 

Hath dzzled my pcorelcrces, and lctt me blind, 

But Girra, where's the man 1 bade you bring? 
Pew, It you can tudge of colours (Madaui)this ts hes 

Paynreer,ftand torth, 

Kath, An earneſt cauſe (ry friend) uwpertunes me, 

V herein I am to crave thy cunningtt Arte, | | 
P azn, Such asit 1s, you may commaund,faire Princelle, 
Kath, But are thy colourstrefli7 thy penbil imoothe & 

Thy hand ynwaucrng? and thy head diſlodg'd 

Of all vaquict harſhincumbrances® 

For thou mult draw propcition ot thoſe parts, 

W hofe worth totell,my courg wants viterance, 

Pays, Fearc you not (Madam)1 am well prepar'd. 
Kat. I hen hither Rraie with yourhtull F eramand, 

Nanari {tout fonnegthere comes an Inghih Knight, 

Pembrocks they call him, honourably borne: 

Him (whilſt we are 1p corterezce thou thalt marke, 


Andtothe lite ſet downe hus counterter, . 
B 2 No: 


The Hiſlory of 
Nor us itneedfull [ ſhould thew him thee, 
The goodliclt perſon inthe traine,that's he, 

Bow. Le: me alone to gige the Paynterdeſtruftion , I 
knory him as well as the Begger kno ves his diſh: be weares 
a white >carfe ia kts hat, and an Orange tawny feather vp- 
on his armes 

Kath, Foole,indireftly thou deſcril> another: 

Thats Prince Nawar, Pembrocke his plume 1s Azure, 
Alutleintermiet with ſpotlefſe white, 

Prefiguring the temper of the Sky, 

With whole hye motion his great mind doth moue, 

Bow, Orange tavny and Azuee, all's one, all is but teas 
ther, there is no difference [ am (are but in colour, 

Kath, \WVhygthats as much as inay bets it wor? 

Bow, Not io, tle prouc the contrary: You arc fayre, ani 
I am foule, i; that all che difference betweene you aad | © 
there's another thing in it it you markeit well, 

Kath, [ prytee peace, and with thy 1gnorance 
Dra.y nt the Paynter likewiſe into errour, 

Here take thy {tand thou knowit him by theſe markes 
I lately {pike vt: lee nero evcell celine Arte, 
AaJl vil italy corequite thy payacs, 


Enter Lewes Ferdinand Pembrooke Rodmicke, 
and Fliunders, 

Lew, Thus didiths Greeks, when they begirtclie walles 
Of ftrong buile Troylomertmes with triendly checke 
Entc ertzyne peace, anJipendrhcir trollick houres, 
in courtly teaiting of each other foe, 

\Velco-ne [young Ferdinand )I pronnſe you, 

It cheeres my ſpirit w2dae tmbrace you here, 
And :velcome coo(brane Lord) we cannot (ay, 
As if ve were in Paris; we anght ſay, 

Your viands.i11ll be coltly: bu: preſume, 

Such az the Cam affords, weele have the beſt, 


Duuginer, I pryclize bid, rhem welcome, 
Kath, My 


the trzall of Cheugry. 
Kath, My Lord, I doe 
That withthe Congy of abended knee ; 
But chis with my true hearts loyalcy, 
Lords,you are welconegby my fathers leaue, 
Lew, W hy,now thou dofſt content thy father, Kate, 
When wholy vato megryment inclin'd, 
Thou anſyerit with bke frmpathy of mind, 
Fer, But yet her lookes are haggard and obſcure, 
VVhich makes me doubctull iheelc noc {tosprto lure, 
Lew. Princes,let's enter; come, lle lead the way: 
The teaſt is mine, you are my ghelts els day, 
Fer, Now Pembrooks, (hey thy frieadihips truceſtet, 
Obrayne hzr loueymy life thou ihale protect. Excunt, 
Kar. He (tayes behind the reſt, O happy houre ! 
Worke on(liveer Paynter)roinrich minceye 
Wirth that, which els procures my tragedy, 
Pem Fayre Madam,in this coattucace of {weet ioy, 
When eue:y onereforts vatothe tealt, 
Me thankes you ſhould not thus retyre alone, 
As lcemng, your belt tare were heauy mane, 
Kat.lan not(Sir)alonegnordo 1 ilacrue 
My appeute with any wil-tull talt, 
I have a banquet of iweeepleating thoughts, 
T hat is more precious thenthe coltieſt teaſlt, 
Pers, But at yourtathers boord there fits a gheſt, 
To whom the cup of Ganimede will leeme 
Buttwice of Hemlockegand the daintiett ith, 
As much vn auory as the Pomice ſtone, 
Vnlefle your preſence ſeaſon his delight, 
Kat, | amiofy | wane skill ro (eruc his dyet, 
| haue not bin 1nftrufted to ſuch end. 
Pem Bur | wil teack you (Madam) it you pleaſe, 
Kat, Rather the party grieued heit thould (hew 
W herein we erre,els how can we dicerne 
W hat 1s our taule, or how we may amend? 
Ver, Thatothce he commurs vnto iny toung, 
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The Fiiſtory of 


Kat, 1; he not able thento (ſpeake himſelfe ? 
Per. cs, adam, I hauc heard when Ferdinand, 
Vinh whomin Padua Iwas conuerſant, 
>0 ipake 1n the allembly of the learnd, 
\Vit{ luch a grace and well compolcd phraſe, 
As many thought graue T alher eloquence 
Fiowed like a bony Kuuer from his bps, 
Kath, He wanteth then belike luthcient courage. 
Perm, Neuer liu'd Knight lefle pretudic'd in that, 
Tien valiant t erdwand, whom I haueſecne, 
Cunch is ttatte Launce with fuch dexrerty, 
A<1t the god ot battelihad humlelte 
Entred the Latts,and prealiing tothe nud(t 
Ut Iitccie-compoled eroopsghike lighrning fly, 
Ill he had made a patlage with tus (word, 
Kat, y0 puillantun ns tortitade with men, 
And daunted witha hilly womans lcoks? 
How can that be # 
Pers. Y es, when you weyghthe force 
Ot your reiiitletſe and controwung beauty, 
It is yur beauty: were his power and |pirit 
Ten times wore hauty yentrous then, it 18, 
Comwpels i ttoope ui humage to ye ur ioor, 
As trembling Lambs,when cbcy co Lions couch, 
Kat,' [was well he choſe lo good anOrator, 
Toplcad the unperteAion of tus caule, 
-em, 1100uld have that opinion of my ſelfe, 
It tor my lake your Grace would fauour hum, 
Kate c5,tor your ſake we hauc indur'd his name; 
And tor your lake we tolerate his lute; 
But when you ceale to ſpeake, then all that prayic 
) ou kaue atrribated to his deſert, 
Scemes borrowed trom yourlelte,youare the man 
VV hole cloquence compares with Ciceres, 
You arc the mangwhole knightly torttude 
Lauges mthe world ynpreiudic'dof any, 


the tryall of Cheualry, 


Youv4inquiſh beauty, an4 inthrall che mind 
Or female weaknefiz with nolefler awe, 
Then indian vaſlayles {toop vaco their Lords, 
The name of Ferdmand you have miſta'ne! 
Say ers your {elre,and then your whole diſcourſe 
Obſ:rues the perteAt merhod chat it thould, 
Pew, Should } be falle and trecherous to in tricnd ? 
[ am intreated but to ſpeake for him, | 
Kat, But for yourſelfe would be moreacceptable, 
Oh npardos me,nor let 1nmodett ſtrayne 
Cleaue to wy brow, my love 1s chaſtely bred, 
(ther then Pembreooke, Katharine neuer voures, 
Shall be intbroniz'd 1n hermayden thoughts, 
Pem, Miltalke me not, | {ay tis Ferdinand 
Dyes in aftcQonto yAr Deity, 
Kath Butin afteftion I luruiueto none, 
But oncly Pembrookg, 
Pem. VVill you be efteem'd 
A cruell murdrefle of aloyall triend ? 
Kat, VV1iil Permbroeke criumphin a womans fall: 
Pem. You anger me,relpectt young Ferdinand, 
Kat, ou pleafe me not, wo fprake of Ferdwrand, 
Pem, Nay,then tis tune to g0,or wrong my friend, 
Since, Madam, what | would I caanot doc, 
Mine honour here bids me leaue off to woo, Exit. 
Kat, vtay, Pembroocke, Katharine will fue to thee, 
50 ſhalt thou keepethy tayth and loyalty, = 
Bow, Tary,firgtary,we wantihe length of your nofetniy, 
if you will not heareile be (o boid as follow your vole, 
Sir, tary, tary, L xits 
Kat, He will not heare, nor (:00 yokind) looke backe, 
P 43m, But,Madam,fpight his heart you thall fee this, 
Kar, Giue me his picture; Image tar more kind, 
Then i: the ſubſtance, whence thou art deri's! 
Which way ſoecucr I divert my lelte, 
Thou ſcemlt tofollow with a loving eye» 
5 4 
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Thee will Itherefore hold within wine armes, Emter Feyd. 
As fome ſmall comtortto increafing harmes, 
Fer, What weaves uy fecond (elte by this long ſtay? 
I cannot reſt rall 1 be cerctfied, 
VV hat good or bad luccefle my ſuite returnes? 
Bur he is gone, and 1n taire Katbarmes hand 
[ice his pifture. VV hat may this pretend 
Kat. | hou haſt dence well indeed, in euery part 
thou thewit complete & cunning workmanſhip: 
H1s eye, tis ipghis cheeke are rightly tram'd; 
But one thing thou haſt gcoſly oucr-llipt, 
VW hereis 1s tubborne vnreelenting heart, 
i liat lutKesamnfecret as his matter doth, 
Ditdayuing to regard or pity me ? | 
P-yn, Madamyhis heart uult be nagined 
By the defcripuon cf the ourward parts, 
Kat, O no; torthenur would be trattable, 
\ Lid and applautiue as the others be, 
Fer, No Priuce,but Pembroke dwels 10 Katharinezeye, 
Ac V\/ bole that Gifturbs cur plcating (oltude, 
Fer, now you not me* ny name 156 erdmand, 
VVhole taichtull loue Lord Pembrookelate commenc'r? 
Kat, Speake then tor Pembrooke ashe did tor you, 
Or els your bootlefle ſuite will tcone be cold, 
Fer, W hy,he was Oratoriw iy behaltes 
it 1 ihould ipeake for him,as he tor meg ; 
1hen 1l:ould i breathe forth his paſſons,nort mine 
1,I,eis {o,the villainegn wy name, — (owne, 
ath purchatd her atte@ion for huaiſelte, 
And theretoure was he abſent ixomrbe fealt; 
And theretore ihuns my fight, andleaues pehind 
1has countertet,to keepe [11 [til] ui minds Enter 
1 1sſognis lo,bale Traytor, tor this wrong Bowyer, 
My tword thall cut out thy perfidious coung, Ex, 
Pow, 1 banc runne full I (weary fiveat til ray [ir cleaucs 
'@ my backe, cryed till Tam hoatle, and am hoarle till 1 
Cannoc 
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cannot cry,and yet he will not come backe. 


Kat, No matter,fellow,l haue here a pledge, Enter 
W kick will zealoufly detiote me to, Lowe! 


There thy reward, withdraw, my facher comes, 

Lew. W hereare thele Lords* the one hath (ate with me, 
And iuddenly isrilen from the boord: 

The other came not at all, Daughter, ſaw you 
The Prince or Pembrooke, which way they are gone # 

Kat, Backe to their Tents, my Lord, as I tuppole, 

Lew, Backe to their I ents, and take no leaue of vs *? 
Nay,then |feare their meaning was too :noothey 
Andiome blacke Treafon coucr'd in their fmales, 
Which we will ſceke unmediately toprevent, Exemnt, 


Enter Dicke Bowyer, and (oldjers, with Drum 
and colours. 


Bow, Stand, give the word along, ſtand, 

Liew, Stand there, 

Fow, Licutenant, 

Lies, Captayne, 

Bow, Is the watch ſet in the Kings quarter yet ? 

Liew. An howre agoc. 

Bow, Zounds, what fooliſh Canaanits were they,torun 
in debt to their eyes for an houres ſleepe, {ooner thenthey 
needed? Sergeant, 

Ser, Anon fir, 

Bew, Anon fir! s'hart,the Rogue anſwers like a Drawer! 
but tis the tricke of moſt of theſe Sergeants, allclincum, 

—clancum, Gods dynes, lam an O»yon, if 1 had not rather 
ſerue formoſt in the forlorne hoope of a batrell, or runne 
poynt blancke againſt the mouth of a double charged Cans 
non, then come vnder the arrelts of ſome ottheir pewter 
peſlcls: zounds,tis hotter a great deale then hell 1noutiiy & 
Diver burning in Sulphurz but thou art none of the genea- 


logy of them, Where mutt we watch to night? 
(' Ser, In 


Su_—y 


PF s 
4 JC flijlur) G; 


Ser, Inthe furtheſt Trenches chat confront the enceuacs 
Campe. 

Bew, Thats the next way to hauc a'l vurthroats cut, 

Liew, That cauncr bezyou i; Shiny t21ncgthere' a peace 
coward. 

Ps. A pox a peace,!t keeps our Ancient wheolc;but Shar 
cur gaberdines go to wiack: but fatra:tl; well knowngfince 
Dick Bowyer catneto Fraunce, he hath theived lamiclte a 
gentleman & a Caualiero, and icts fear: at's heeles * andTI 
crtic{cape(a por on it jtlforter lung, Lavg! 210 ha 2ps return 
« & ſoungd to Englang,butwliaticned -alf e131 grafle, 
2n6 1omect vs muit necdes be fcorcht un us hote C, un * 
ay Frag Cor TULLY tc. \ 14 es 3, 114 £9 then atare 
ter, andre oguepe do net 2s they routd, cram thy (eife, 
g00d Core, JO wne tlie ti oats, als cheak tne Wha 
itand Sentrone!l to 1! -þ e, far 2 

Sol, 1! at micit 2, Captay : A 

Bow, Y cu, i{ate Nour zounls,folincrs follow my Gdilct- 

inn, all Cuit and a- 


all wormes micats Lats, How io, Captayne ? 
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#*:4 Oui oz la $2, Loutl: bony vg L ne 1d 11900 licepe when he ſhouts 
foeake i [15 P#tt, 1 am a Bauper, 

Sow, That's true,you hauc fn lie £26 nature of a Bader, 
tor one cg 18 [1107ter then another, 

low, ZLonnds,y ou Rogue, doe pot you know ther? le tell 
YOu; s'Dart,anc [lye,cail me lebuzite, Qnceas | vas rw 
ting in >, QYco:ges fickls, and blind Cupid tering megand 
meticrlowe vyalianc Aclilies,he cooke ins ithabt,eand 


0 © « } 
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[ot merigiitincoche ltr hee!cyand cur finceyg hich Bows 
yer ith beenelame: bur my heact 15 as loun las a bell, 
of Oake, ſpirit, ſpirit, Licutenant yg diſcharge Ne >d, 

and 
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and let Cricket ſtand Sentrone!l,ci!l I come, 

Litw, He Ihall,Caj eaVne, 

Bow, Onatorc,ltrike Drumgmarch i lliers, KCepe y ue 
piace,Nod; lulty my tarts,tor the honor ol {:noland, & our 
braue Generali, the Eirle of Pembrooke. So, I taue dite 
charg'd my lcite ct rheie, E xewunt /olazers, 

Hor i}.ot; now ton y lone: {ome mzy lay,the tale of V e» 
rus louing Mars,isa table; but be that 1s a true foldierzand 
a Gent, as Dick Bowyer is, & he do nor loue fome variet or 
other,zounds, he is wortethena gazing Uy iter without + 
quor, There'a prety (yet tac't muther that waits onthe 
princeflegthat I kaue tore wind rogbut a whorto Achirephe!, 

a paralite, arcgue,onc whole tace lout's worlethe a 1 ailors 
euihengot old threds & colours;zounds,l1kc a weauers leg , 
In 21 c!d ditch feeding horleleaches, & this rrotter 15 my ry« 
ual, loues I homafin; lusname is Peter de Lions;but S'hart 
(1 will not {yeare neitherit I do not turne Rich, Cor ae Lyon 

v ith hum, 1 donot teare out his heart and eate it with mule _ 
tardglet hun ſay Dick Boyyer's a Mackarell, Yonder hee f 
cones with my Property kad in hand. Zotds,! lay ne things, 
butile keare whatthey lay,and determine atterward. 

Per, 1 Lomaſin,you know me, I hate prolixitygin a wors, 
my aun our b thus, 3 iouc you, 

Pow, & nd I do nut ipoylethathumour, [u=—— 

Petr. Y our aniwere compendioully,:x aucyd prolixitys 

Tom, Nary u ulte! by let, l icorne to humblethe leaſt 
pait about megto rue aviweretoluch atroting queltion:as 
I livegit1oults nune cares wortern heating then the princes 
coach on a broken ca's ley, 

Per, Thomatin,ie:ue '* paces & take Me with you: my 
Lord loues your Lady yet] hezre fiygthe 1s this night betros 
thed to the Piunce 6 France: 10 | lous you, and thaill lofe 
y&u? No,l hate proiretty:in a word,the endis,tle mary you, 

Tho, Prety,: s God fauc me; ahat will Capreine Buwyer 
lay rothargif he ſhould know it? 

Bow, A good Regueyby bleu, 
fl, Per, Bowe 
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Pe. Bowyer a Captaynf a Capon,a button movId,a lame 
haberdine,a red beard Sprat,a Y ellow hammer, a bow caſc, 
a very Jackdaiy with histoung (lit, 

Bow, Zounds,what a Philittine 15 this? what a difttonary 
of proper names hath the Rogue got rogether* heart, hug 
toung crawles as taſt as the Checic dothin Germany, ile 
pearce you tor this, you Lobſter. 

Pet, Bowyer mords futra tor him;and that ſowre crab do 
but leere atthee, I ſhall lqueeze lum to vargiss 

Bo. And you lqueeze me, | may haps grow laucy with you, 
you whorion burnd Pudcing pye, you dry Parſnip : kifle 
me, T homaſin: {o,dare you itand to your word nowgand 
ſqueeze me? 

Pet, Stuinps, 1 challenge thee for tis indignity, Bowyer, 
I will gyrd my felte with thy guts, 1am a Souliiour and a 
Captayne, 

bow. Captayne 2 $hartgand thou haſt vnderthy charge, 
any other then Pi2mies, l am Goginagog, Dolt thou heare 
(towgelder?)and I] do not with fixe Cranes (wel marihald) 
ouerrunne thee and thy hundred aad fitty,lay Dick Bows 
yer's a Coward, 

Pet, t orthat wordgdraw. 

T ho, Hold, Gentlemen, 

Bow, Peace (good Thomalin)filencegſweet ſocket, Peters 
doſt ſee this (worc? this {word kild darlaboys,that was one 
Rogue: now ttihall killchee, that's evo Rogues, Whorlon 
putcock,no garbage (erue you but this*haue at you, 

A1 they fight, enters Pembrooke, 

Pem, Who's tlus ac enmity within our Camps ? 
What,Bowyergand the ſeruant to great Burbone 
Both theathe your weapons: by our martiall law, 

I lus at 15death, 

Bow, le be hangd then, Doeſt thou heare,noble Genes 
ral'7 Dick Bowyer knowes what belongs to ſeruice: wedid 
not draw of any malice, by this clement of yron & iteeley 


but co mcalure which of our [words were longeſt, Lletaue 
yoo 
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you for once,you Sarazen, becauſe Tec youle hang ſcurui- 
ly * but the next ting woooo—— 

Pem, Good Captayne Bowyerglet our Engliſh troops 
Keepe aftrong watchto night: my throbbing heart, 
Liketo a Scritchoxle mn the andotght houre, 

Bodes (ome blacke (cence of muitchiete imminent, 

Bow, Never teare(Generall)it Tulws Cztar rife ypagainft 
vs,c're he do my Lord any wrong,zounds,ile be cut {maller 
then por-hearby,lle tothe trenches,come Thomalin,Leere 
not,Lobſter,leit Ichumehar rufſeting face of yours with my 
{word lult,till that i: looke as pyde colourd as the Ratnbouy, 
By lewile do it,and theretore follow me not, Exeunt, 

Pem, VV hy thouldtlus load of griefe lye on my heart 
VWich fuch a ponderous waight* I know no caule, 
Voleflc it be by thunking onthe wrong 
My friend receyues 10 che yamatched louey 
W hich Katharine beares met yet my fayth isſound, 

And hike a lol1d Rock thall check her teares, 
Katharine lones me; yet tor my triends delight, 
Peinbrooke-will hate her loue,and flye her t1ghts Exit, 


Enter Burbon,Nanar, Philip, Bellamirs,Rodoricke, 
and aitendants, 

Bur, Nauar,you ſprinckle me with foule rep roch, 
And d1immethe luſtre of our royall name, 

With colours of diſhonour, 

Nas, Heare me, Burbon. 

Bur, VV hat words can ſatiſty ſo great a wrong? 
Hauc you not with conſent of all your Lords, 
Promid your daughter to this generous prince? 

Nas, I heir true loue forit vs to 1t, 

Ba, Irucloue?tistayn'd, 

Ph:l. Ha,Burbon, 

Bel. Gentle Philip, 

Phil, With my ſword, 


He prouc my loue vufayncd.thee a falſe Lord. 
: . FN C3 Buy. Thi 


The Fiiftory of 
Bur, This like a S2n \Auuary frees thy roung, 
Ati d git T- thee childith liberty of ſpeach, 
\V hich = wou!d fawne and crouch at Burbons frowne, 
Hal. N Now by S. Denis oo 
Burt, tle not chat with boyes, 
Nauargto thee I ſpeak: thy daughters looks, 
E:1ke the North Star tothe Sea-rof! Mariners, 
Hati brought nie through all dangers, made me turne 
Our ro) all Þ alace, to this ſtage of death, 
Our Rate and pleaſure 5,00 a bi loudy Campez 
And withrtheftreneth and puiflance of our force, 
{ 0 lift thy falling and Gecayed Rate, 
101 to her priitine glory, inthy quarrell 
Duto0a hathlee hrimvielte agar itt 25 King, 
Ani toyid his greatneſi-with a Lraytors name, 
Now 4 hen our worth expeQed rich reward, 
Fayre Bellainirz, wonder of her tine, 
\1uft Phu have her? 
P41, Burbon, ſhee1s :1::ne, 
Bur, 2/ordew : ile bereneng®d,by heauen I will, 
(Cr ivill pauc enele | rlatnes withihe dead bodies 
Ot our d: arc tut 1eft s: we haue ſvorne thy fall, 
i ar oathes thy deatii,our rape ty tuncrall, 
Maw, He "re our exccube. 
Dur, Ve will not CreC1tayTre., 
Peter v.2tchRodorick, when the prince 1s gone, 
i cll l:m,lde ; yrs uno Ns 
Per, Enough, tis done, 
Bur, Navar chis ſercing Sungwhich ſees our wrong, 
Si1all e're his morrows? be 'Cames5 guide the preud t at it, 
View Himens ritestuend toatragick fealt, Fxit Purbon, 
Na. His anger beares him hence,yourg prince of France, 
Since £0 reduc e our enmity to loue, 
Andthereby likeatayre and Jouel) Bryde, 
1o mary peace to France,wearc content, 


Tob:ing the ſca-toſt barke of your affects, 
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or wilt my toule ts parted from het light, 
hcli,ths Jay ateutous right, 
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14 S| \cry\ IU & Oui po as z ) Our tent ” Exit ella, 

And deck yourtciny $0 700140 te Prince, Farer Dembs 

My Lord ot Perm be 'C "« Cyliappliy return d: 42'ter brm,ter. 

FH WW GOL OUriannc: SEC W here lie CO nes 1.1 TISTIO 

Speake,boy,how tpedit ehou with fayre Rath.rine? 
Fer. 1 kno y wot how; Is trothlefle Pembrooke there £ 
Naz, Pc not g:mapd, at length iliecle prry thee, 

SC n1e, big out Ort:;cc  oadodne cue ( OUTS 

Lo ber chiete glory : ©QC 1115 nappy Mignt 

Shall tet a pert9d co this fmaiung war, 

Y var lifter thalbe roth= -phghtro Prince Vinitp, 

Ard trance234 we made tricnd:s abou: it thnets 

Pen brooke, haue yourhe charge to {ce our Caprtames 

Pr »VIre + | tnartaalþ ocloometi ih IVINS « 

Ilc 1387 * War" (-1 A 4 N, 21 af *'A 535+ CEC) yz 

(3 ut acart withiomuch lo) P2106 xr cl FE xii \ahHer, 
Fer, Nor migc «ith ſo much hate, Pembroke, a vw acc, 


Prem, \V hac wills your Urace © 
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Fer, That Pembrooke ts a villayne, 
Looke not ſo ſtrange, 1 ſpeake it not your friend, 
But heethatin his toule hath ſworne thine end. 

Pem, Avillayne%and my death? 1am amaz'd, 
Art thou awake? or 1s allthis a dreame* 

Fer, A dreame of death : meet me to morrow moraing, 
As thouart Pembrooke and a Gentleman, 
By yon fayre Riuer fide,which parts our Camps, 
Youknoiw the place, come armdegand (o farewell, 

Pem. Dearc tnend, 

Fer, Puſh,meet me. 

Pew, Ferdinand, I will, 

Fer, Reuenge,(nule ongthou ſhalt drink bloud thy fill, 

(Excunt, 
Enter Peter landing ſertronel, 

Per, This is my wayring mght,tis for no good, 
T hat Iſtand Sentroncll, Well good orill, 
I care nor greatly,ſo I ger the gold: + Emer Burbon, 
Theretoreto auoyd prolixity,here walke I, and Roderick, 
Here comes the men that mutt reward my paine, 

Bur. Haue you the poylon? 

Kod. Anda itrong one too, 
Hecre's a preſeruatiue to faue your hand. 
When Rodoricke fayleSYour Lordthip,heauen ſhall fayle, 
loilluminatethe world with cheeretull light, ; 

Bur, Then here about ſhould Peter wayt tor mez 
For this 1s the Pauilion of che Princefle, 

Per, My Lord, 

Bar, Pcter, 

Per. Here 15 the key that opens tothe Tent, 
Iſtole ittrom my ſweet heart Thomafio, 
Enter without prolixity, woo and winne the Lady} 
But giue me gold (my Lord)and Llc to Dice, 

Bur, Holdytake thy fill, 

Fe, Andit ſhall gocastalt, 
Bur, Now gentle Peter, get thee vntoreſt: 


Mu 
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My buſinefſe crauesthe ablence of the world: 
None but my telfe and Rodoricke ſhall behold 
T he lecret complot that 1 doeintend, 

Pet, I goegy Lord, Exit, 

Barb, Now bicfied key,open vato my loucs 
Doe uicre then louzog ly nes or words can doc; 
My letters haue bin aulwerd with a1{dayne ; 
Hertather L haue mou'd to gayne my ioucy 
But he 15 trotty in my terucut lure, 

And now pertorce | will obtayne my louey 
Qr calc her puling hatred by revenge. 
Rzq ) ou itsy tou longyle help to turnethe key, 
Dj couer her Juting in a chayre aſicepes 

Ear, V\ hac do lice? the matelty ot heauen, 
SItuin a maydenſlumber onthe carth? 

VV hatgts n:y Bellamiraturnd a goddefle, 
Within thetable ot her glorioustace: 

Nle chunks, che pure extraction of all beauty 
Fiowes im abundance to my loueslicxe eye, 
U, Redoricke, the is admirably tayre: 
Andilceping, it her beauty be {orare, 

How wall her eyes1nchauntme it ſhe wake! 
Here,take the poylen, ile not ſtaynethgt face, 
+ or allthe treature of the Welterne Hand, 

Red, tlecroituch admired pertection, 
Waken her, Burbon, and this loving charme, 
W tich cov, hath led your ſencesprifoner, 
Will vanith, and hex ſperch full of reprooteg 
Beget a new phantaſma a!l of hare : 
1hkcuwitdettt her when the ſhall der y thee, 

Bur, V\ ake her, Rodornd,tort wait cpower, 

Rod. I h« pe em crouroc futhe tr ntlys 
I hat BelJawiri carrot Know wy lace, 
Madam,tayre Leliati ira, | 

Bel, Heic | aw lo calls on Bellamara® 

bart, 1, ta)rc lou, 

L le L ivkect Lut ou tha doth hovourthees 
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Rel, The Duke of Burbonia my Tentſolates 
\Vhere 1s my Gard? what Peter, Thomalin, 

Red, Step to hergandreitrayne her, leit the call; 

|: be alookeron, and be ynknowne, 

Bur, What needs your Highnefle call for any gard, 
>1nce you are garded iwith a taytlifull friend? 
Behold me, Madam, humbly on my knee, 

Come torenew my ſuite, vouchſafe me loue, 

Or withelns weapon take away wy life : 

Much better 'twere atioufand times todye, 

Then live in torment of your icorch:ng eye, 

Y 2u haueinflam'd my hearty 0 quench that flame, 

Or into cinders turne my hapletic truncke 3 

Heaplcflegin being vabelou'd of you, 

Bell, My Lotdot Burbon, you pre ſume too much 
On th'excremity of paſſion, 

Haue I not anliverd many anidle letter, 

VWich full affurance chat 1 cannot tous ? 

Hauec 1 not often, viravece checkt 

Your courtly kindnes? frownd ypon your ſmiles” 

Vide youvnkindiy,allee weane your loue? 

Ai4 doe youttill perteuer in your flute 2 

{ cel; rheegDurbon,this bold pert of thine, 

Tobreake intomy Tent at deal of nizhty 

'De{zrues ſe1ere correftion, and the more, 

Becauſcitorings mine honour into queition, 

I chargerhee, as thouarta Gentleman, 

!'ctzke thee to thine owne Pauilion, 

{\nd lt chisanlwerefatisfie for all: 

Pubon, I cannotnor I will not loac thee, 
Byr,Cannotgnor wil aotf zouds, Vladampbut you muſt. 
Feb Matt Ic 
£ur, Aud ſhall. 
te, You will nor force me to it ? 

Ls. Or forcethat ſparkling beauty from your face. 

,-xe nGt (o fiercely, nor cry out tor helpe : 

} ox if you Coe, this makes yourry your alt, 
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Scing neyther words, kindlerrers,bearty fighes, 

Hun ble wntyeaty,nor a world of payne, 

Can moue youtotake pitty of my loue : 

Bur T yrant-bKey your beauty ſecks my life, 

I will blot our that beauty with this mice, 

T hus, thus 1 wipe away my paifions; 

TT hus doe heale the corments of wy loue: 

Thus doe I rantome my nthralled eye, 

And by deprung of the caule of lite, 

Kull cl'eticety which was a world of forrow, 

Farewell,toulc Bciiamura, I am plealde 

lnchis reucnge hat no way could be calde, Z xt, 
Red, £ounas, he has don't; now,IRodorickgtoy thy fill, 

Butbcr z5thiuethe Dukedome 15 thine owne; 

For onely he 1n the Inheritance 

Stocd as an obſlacle, to ler my clayme, 

1 his deed ot his will cakeaway his late : 

And then letme aionetomioy his land, 

Ile itcale away valcenegcaule yn{uſpet ted; 

I ould nottor the world be once getected, Exit, 
Bel, Poy:on my face! oh moſt inhumanc wretch! 

Reucyge more vile,then to abbridge my lite, 

VV hat, | :omalin, what,brother t erdinand ; 

My kingly tather: 15there none that heares © 

1 hen 1 reaſon, treaion, let that waken you ; 

4 or copitall 5 Clug oftteuccrome, 


Enter Nawsr, Pembrocke, Ferdirard, aud 
T heme/in, 


The, O Iefu,miſtris, what ayies your face ! 
Naw, Her face! 
Ferd. 'T 1s (potted Nike a Parties »king 
Pemb, O,mere thee fpors as kindly boautit@.;; 
Then wac fayre Bellamira vndetorm'd, 
Naw, O,v hat ClUINCFOWeT hatin (ent ehus Leproſy? 
Ferd, Say, beautious Lifter, : 
ue 
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Pemb, Speake, fayre Bellanuira, 
Tho, Spcakegmy good miltris, 
Naw, My ſweet daughtcr,ſpeake, 
Zem, Herfilence argues a tormented ſpirit, 
Fer, Thy countenance argues adecettul ſoule, .. 
Emer Lewes, Philip, Rodoricks and E laundert, 
Lew, \V heres Nauar ? 
Phil, W here is tayre Beilamira? 
Bel. My Philip, oh give leaue to fly his fight, 
Naw, Stay,gentle daughter heele not imurethee, 
Lew, Hecre are the Articles concluded on, 
I could not reft,ooll I had figned them, 
And brought themro your Highneſle, A moneth hence 
The mariage ſhall be fully ſolemmized, 
So pleaſe your Maicſty and your fayre daughter: 
Are you content ? 
Nas, I olue indiſcontent, 
Phil, Me thinks,this royall preſence hath dim lookes : 
Is it becauſc they areinthe armes of nighe, 
VV hich ſets aleaden luſtre on the eye * 
Or hath ſome accident occoalted them, 
T hat troubles their afpett with melanchely? 
Is Nauar well? is Ferdinando well © 
Is Pembrooke well 7 is Bellamira well ? » 
O,whereis Bellamira * tell me,Princes, 
For now my tongue hath ſtrookx vporn her name, 
] feele a kind of killing extafic, 
Whereis ſhe?1a her Tent? 
Bel, Deny me, tather, 
{ would not fee Prince Philip with this face, 
Ply, WW hy ſpeak you not? what, haue I touchrthe ſtring, 
Whereon the burden of your ſorrow lycs? 
Father, looke round aboutzſce you my loue 2 
Rodoricke, looke round about, ſec you my loue © 
Lew, i icc her not, 
Red, Norl, 
Phil, Ilay not (a, tk. 
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The garments that ſhe weares, mine eyeſhould know, 
What Lady's this that ides her heavenly face? 
Here are no Baſilisks with killing eyes ; 
Y ou need not hide your beaury: (weer,laoke vp, 
Methinks | haue an intereſt in chele loovkes, 
VV hat's here, a Leper amongſt Nobleinen ? 
VV hat creatures this? why ſtiyes ſhein this place? 
Oh,ns no marucll though the hide her tace : 
For t15 1nte&uous: lether leane the preſeace, 
Or Leprofie will cleaue vnto vsall, 
Rel.O let meleaue the preſence, gentle father, 
Wien Philip bids his Bellamira goe, 
Phil, My Bellamira! 
Lew, How? my ſonnes belou'd ! 
Phal, Ts this my loue? was this your beauteous child 2 
Nas, My child, Ferd, My litter, 
Pemb. BeauteousBellanura, 
Naw, Sported, 
Ferd. Diſhgured, 
Pemb, Made a lothſome Leper, 
Rod, Huy came this ſudden alteration ? 
For ſhe was comely,louely,beauritull, 
VVhea the day left lus Charcioc to the night, | 
Ns, That hexuen doth know, and onely Bellamira. 
Daughrer,l charge thee,tell me how it came. 

Bell, Burbon, oh Burbon, 

Lew, Did he doethe deed ? 

Bel, He came into my Tent at dead of night, 
Andrubd wy tace with an inteftuvus herbe, 
Becauſe I would not graunt vnto hus loue, 

I cry'd for helpe,but none did fuccour me, 

Rod, Iknow he did,and laugh torhinke one, 

Lew. And he thall ruc histrealon, 

Phil, Threaten not, 

Leave the reuenge ro me whom it concernes, 
Tis I am robd of a delicious looke, 
A heaucnly ſpackling brozy, a itarcy eye, 
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A countenance fayrer then Auroraes lookes, 
W hen all the. Eait 1s guilded with her bluſh, 


| _ 


Tis 1 will be reueng'd: butnot before 
] haue cſpoulde my loucly Bellamira, 
Lew. k\pouſcd her ! 
Naw, How! marry a face deform'd | 
Ferd. A leprous creature | 
Pems, Au wuteftuous mayd! 
Re,One,wholc lores arc perchance incureable! 
Pbl, Be chey incureablegitismy Loucy 
And for my iake the hath jndur'd this wroagy 
Andyjhould I now torlake herthus diltreſt, 
I could not merit a true Loucersname, 
Tothew | loue her, I will marry her, 
Betore themoacth expue: nay jathe morne? 
Delayes,perchance,may make bervhink [ corne, 
Eel, Marry with me tetch me alooking glaſle, 
T hat 1 may ice bow ſweet a Bride | am, 
Oh, 1 dercit my iclte; Dearcghate meroo : 
] am not to be maryed but to death, 
Theughl wereEmprelle ot the ipacious world, 
Ide lay my ſelfe and Kingdoie at thy tcer. 
Liue, noble Philip, toy lome happyec match 2 - 
15 my vaworthinefilc makes me deny thee, | 
Pbis T kinkſt thou, becauſcthy face 13 ſported ſo, f 
T hou art not worthy of thy P tulips loue? 
Thy tace to me was but a Marſhall, 
10 ivdge thy lacredperionin my mind, 
W uct 1ong agoe is lurely chambred there? 
Anrdnow what needsan outward Harbiloger? 
I doc aticct, not ſuperficially: | 
My loue exrendeth further chen the skin; 
1 he inward Bellamura tis I feeke, 
And voco her will Philip be epoulde, 
Nas, Oh admirable loue ! 
Lew, Oh, my deare tonne, 
Thoy makeſt me famous by thy loyalty. _ | 


the tryall of Cheuatry. 
Red. Ineuverheard the like, 
Pemb, Pen nenger writ 
A worthyer Story to poſterity, 
Fer, Pen never writ of a more treacherous friend, 
Then, Pembrooke, thou haſt _ co Ferdinand, 


- Phil, Sweet Loucypreparetheeto be.Philips Bryde: 
For heere I ſweare,as 1 am royall borne , 
Ile marry thee,before the mornings Sunne 
Hath runne the third part of his glorious courſe, 
Father,good night: deare friends,deare Loue,good night: 
Mariage,l hope,will make my ſpirits more hight. Ext, 
Nas, Good night,fweet ſon, King Lewes, [tay withme, 
Bethou my comtortergile comfort thee. Exeunt Kings, 
Fer, Pembrook,rememberthat thou faile me not, Ex, 
Pem,O God,what may theſe moody lookes intend? 
Methinks, I ſhould haue better from my friend. Exit, 
Bel, Now, Bellamira,thou haſt time co*hinke 
V pon theſe troublous matters !ihaould I ſutter 
So braue a Genrleman as Plulipis, 
To wed himſelfeto my vnworthy ſclfe, 
It would be counted vertue in the Prince; 
Buc I were worthy of a world of blame, 
No, Philip,no,thou ſhale not wrong thine honour, 
Nor be unpeacht by Bellamuracs ſpots, 
In ſome di{guiſe ile iteale away to night, 
And ne'te appeare more in my Philips light, Exie, 


Emer Dicke Bowyer, 


Bew, There is notoyle tothis walking of the Round 2 
S'hate, I hane becae tumbling vp and done al} thus 
night, hke a Brewers horſe, that has ne're agoodeye 1n 
his head : Tis as dacrke as Piech, I can retemble our 
Cawpe to nothing berter then hell, ſaue chat in helirhey 
are alwayes waking, and hoere the villaynes are as drow- 
fie as fiyyne, Lieutenant Nod! why, you might hane ſhot 
a double Cannonia his care, and neuer haug wakte. him . 
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[ jogd,and I iogd; I ſhowted, and I ſhowed, and yet the 
wuigrel ſnorted,you might heare himeo Dover ! at laſt, 
I dragd him by the heeles into a ditch of water, andthere 
lefe the Lobſter crawling, Athe tother fide, Core be» 
10g appoynted to ſtand Sentynell ypon the Wallounes 
quarter, s'hart,the Loach gers me into a Sutlers bath,and 
there tits mee drinking for Ioanes beſt cap : bur by this 
hand, and as Dicke Bowyer 1s a Soldier, and a Caualiero, 
he ſball fit in the boults tor it to morrow, My comfort 1s 
intheſe excremities, that I brought Thomatin to her Las 
ves Tentyleauing ber vew-come Louer co picke ſtrawes: 
bu (oft, qu you la © 
Emer Ferdinand, 
Ferd, My name 1s Ferdinand, 

Bew, Stand, 

Ferd,W hby,Captaynegthou doit know me wellinough; 

BoW, Know, or not knowgwithout the word you palle 
nots 

Ferd, Soliman, 

Row. So, allie, allie, Aonſcur, 

Ferd, F1rit, tell me, fawelt chou Pembrooke come this 

Bow. I iaw hun not, (way? 

Ferd, Farewell. Exit, 

Bew, As much to you, Zounds,thete | renchmen think 
to our-taceys witha card ot ten: but,and #43 beard were 
made ot braflc, Dicke Bowyer will make Inm now the 
di/ciphne of war. Here comes another, 

Emer Pembrooke, 

Few, Who's there f Dick Bowyer? 

Bow, Some call me logwhat tiien 7 

Pew, Pcwbrooke falures chee, 

Bow, Ob,good morrowgmy Lord,good morrow. 

vem. | prythee, Captayveglawſithou Ferdinand, 
Sonne to Nauar, as thou £14k walke the round? 

Bow, Euen wow,my Lord, ke pait along this ways 
{ PemoHunicitc alonefor had he company ? 


Bow, Nay queltionlellegbe Was aloucginy Lord, 5 ke 


the tryall of Cheualry, 
Fees, Couldf thou dilcerne hs faces how did ke logke: 


Bow, t atth,icaruly,wy Lord,like a greene cheete,or the 
inſide of a rotten Puapiap, 

Pew. T bere is Crownes tor thee to drinkes, Exit Pere, 

Bow, | thanke your Lord{)up, 1 otece the difference be+ 
tweene theic trench Curres, and our Englith Caualers 2 
there's as much bounty un them, as there's Miarchpape in a 
diſh of Aln.cud butter, 1 might have ftoed heere tall my 
recth chatter in wy head , ©'re the tother Launcepriiado 
would haue layd, Here, Captayne boy yer, there's a Car» 
dicuc,to wath dow ne melancholy, But had 1 kaowne as 
much, 1] would have baited him, tull kis bones bad rattled 
in his skin, 

Enter Core and other Sonlduars, bringing in the 
C /lowne, 

All. Comegfir, you ſhall anſwere your walking before 
our Captayne, 

Clow, Well, firs,take heed what you doe, | am a Princes 
man,it you ſtay me ypon the Kings bye way, 4 caniay tel- 
lowſhup co your charge. 

Core, Buc larra, wee can lay Iiealon to thne, for being 
without thc word, 

Clow, Without the word! O pernicious Frenchman! 
without the word ! why, hauc cali'd thee V illayae, him 
K afcall; this, Staue; that, Rogue; andam I itil without 
the word ? 

Core, 1, tir, the word that mult ſerue your turne, the 
Watch-word, 

Claw. Fayth,yare like to watch this tweluemoneth, erc 
you haue any other words at my hands. 

Bow, How now walters, what calte are you dragging to 
the flaughter-boule there? ha? 

Core. A kragglery and a ipy : Captayne, 1 pray exa« 
minc him, 

bow, So,Lieutenant Core, you are crept frem your cups 
at laſt, Ile ralke with you anon; burylurragzo you; From 


whence come you t 
wo. | Clow, I 
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Cow, 1 came, fir from the King of Fraunces campe; 
Bow, So,whar's your name® 


Clow, My name,firgts Bow wow, 
Bow, S'bart,whar a nawe's that! the Hedge-hog mocks 


vs: Bow wow, quotha7 what kin are choutothe generation 
of Dogges? 

Clow, Nodog, fir, would youſhould know it, though I 
be encompaſt with curres, 

BoW, Zounds, he calls vs curres, hang the hotch-potch 
yping fachoin or tivo of match, 

Clow, Not you, fir, 1 call nor you (o-: I know youto be a 
very inſufficient l-ſpoken Gentleman, 

Bow, Well,ſirra, whom do you lerue? 

Clow, My maſter, fir, 15 the Lady Katharine, the French 
Kings daughter; I baue bin abroad abou: ſome bulincile of 
hersgand am now going backe agatue, 

Bow, An honorable Lady,fir; let hin goc; tis agatuſt the 
law of armes toſtay him, 

Clow, Stand of : but ſoft, l doe not know your namegfir, 
that my Lady may giue you thanks, 

Bo\p, Ny name's Dick Bowyer, 

Clow, Then, matter Dicke Bowyer, after my heartie 
commendations, adue ; bur as for the relt, I fall, Liay no 
Tores i thail — xu, 

Bow, How now, Coreg how cao you anſwer your being 
a Uppling, when you ſhould ſtand Sentinel ? 

Core, Beleeue me,Captayne,I had but a whitte orrwo? 
{or I was paſsing dry, 

Bow, Thou artahkwayes dry: the whorſon Mault-worm 
has 2 throat licethe burning Clyme,or a Glaſſc-makers 
Furnace : But your remoue from thence has fau'd you 
trom the boules, How now, what Water-Spanycll haue 
we heere 2? Enter Nod. 

Core, Lis Lieutenant Nod. Free 

Nod. Captaynegderide me not:1 proteſt, I came by this 
miichaunce by good (cruice, by tollowing a ſpy,that came 


tc diſcover our army, 


Naw ON 
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Bow. O notable Rogue ! Cid not ] find thee alleepegand 


threw thee1nto a dutch & 


Noe, Was't you? by this lighe, Ttooke you fora ſpy, 


Bow, Yet ſay me notno wore then a Molewarp: this is 


an egregious Rogues 


Noa, Yes, I law you well yncugh, and I did but try bow 


you would vic me, 


Bow. By this fleſh and bloudy many one that lyes in his 
grauc,was not halte ſo fencelefle: but the Watch breakes 


VP,cucry ons to his quarter, away, 
L wter Clowne, 


Exeunt, 


Cloty, Tis truegthey are gone together, and Iamfene eg 
watch Prince Ferdinand, and the Earle of Pembrooke x 
this way they went; but they are got out of fight, I were 
very badto be a Hound,that haue no better a ter; if they 


wete hares,as they are menygl ſhould think them ſquared 2 


but huſhr, here comes one of them, 
Enter Ferdinand, 


(forme, 


Ferd, The mornelookes red ; red mornes doe threat x 
That ſtorme ſhall ght on Pembrooke or my lelte, 
This is our meeting place; here runnes the {treame 
T hat parts our camps 2 the time conſorts the places 


And(PembrookeJit thy reputation hold, 
It is thy q. to enter, Enter Pembrooks, 
Clow, Heere comes the tother, this 1s lucks 


nlucke: 


now will 1 run and ferch my nuſtriszthe Lady Katharine, 


to part cher tray, E xii, 


Perm, Good end ſuceced my early heauyneſle 3 
Three times my feer, as loth ro guide me hither, 


Haue ſtumbled jn a playne and cuen way, 


My ſword forſooke his icabberd once or twice, 
Blovd from my roſtrilles ehrice hath (poured forth, 


And fuch a dymnefic oyerrunnes my fight, 
That 1 kaye tane atree to beg aman, 
Aad queſtion'd with it about ſerjouy things, 
This is the place where I muſt mect my friend. 
J opder be ſtands, Good noon, Ferdinand, 


Fre Goo! 


ws 
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Fer, Good morrow tothy death : draw,Pebrook,draw, 
The ground thoutreadft vpon,mult bethy praye, 
Pem, Draw vpon Ferdinand 7 
Fer. I,vpon me. 
hr, 


Dally not, Pembrooke, I am bentto fig 
Aud that with thee for the beſt blood thou bearſt, 


Pem, Y ou have ſome reaſon for chis reſolunon, 
Fer. My will, 
Pem, A ſorry argument to kill your friend, 

I muſt haus better reaſon then your will, 

Oc ile not draw vpon my Ferdinand : 

Our loue is olderthen of one dayes growth, 

A yeres continuance hath vnitc1 vs. 

Haue we not made an e:nterchange of othes, 

Sworne loue to one another twenty tines, 

Confirmd that friendilhip by lactery, 

Encreaide it withtne amoathy of mind, 

Making one pl-ature, pleature vnto boch f 

And hall this bond ve broke'r vpon will? 

Fer, Then youle noc dra" ? 
Per.) es, neercrto thy p<tion, 

In tricadly forteg imOrace ther, Eerdinand, 

Fer, T hou arta c0v4rd,and thnyu darttt not fight, 

Pew, Thou knowit rac contr 1'y : tor we have fought 
At every weapongto approur 047 5«1ll, 

Fer, Goeto, youareavillaync and a coward, 

And by theroyall bloud chot gave me lite, 

Ile killchee, Pembrooke,though thou do not dravv, 
Pem, Kaull me? chou wile not wrong thine honour ſo 7 
Fer, Zounds, but | will:&traitor,take thouthat, wounds 
Pem, Wound ne {o deſperately?nay thenile draw, bum. 

Nor to oftend,but to defend my lelfe, 

Now I perceyue it is my bloud thou ſeekſt $ 

Witncile you heaucas, and all you gracious powers, 

Tuar ſtand auſpicious to this caterpriſe, 

That Pembroake drayes forth an yawilling ſword, 


Fers Why {o, now manfully defend thy lelts. 
oo HB as 


the tryall of Cheualry. 


Pem. Another woad? clen Pembrook, re wſethy fpirity 


And beare ao longer vith thus haire-braynd nan. 
Yer(cerdinand)relolue me of che: cauſe, 
That moues theero this vakiad eacerprite: 
Aadit l{inihethee notin words, 
This double wound hull pleaſe thee with my bloud. 
Nay, vith my {yord He make a'core ot wounds, 
Rather then want of bloud diuorce thy loue, 

For, | hate thee deadly,and I (eekethy lite: 
W rar other reaſon, Yembrook, wouldſt chou haue? 
Pr- »4ce prepare, 19 cins confi co hay, 
Th-1-rta Kght, andcanſt g'recome thy foe, 

Pem. Ant I ipare thee not, tnpure the cauſe 
To thin: ovneraſhnes, and aune aking wounds, 

Fro bt and burt eche other, both felt downe 
4/ dead, 

Fer, I hope 1 haue flayne thee, 

Pem, )h,1Ifeare thy life: hoy fares my Ferdinand? 

Fer. Whatltu'ſt thou yet? then my tare is ill, 

Pers, l am markt for death, 
I feele a generall faynencile through my lymmes: 
kxpence of bloud will ſoone expend my life, 

Fer, The like debility my 10ynts doe teele. 

Pers, Then we maſt both dye in the lateſt of death. 
Tell -ne,oh cell me,whence proceeds this hate © 

Fer, Ifearenot(Pembrooke):0 dilcoucr nows 
Thu were my Spokef-man vyato Katharine, 
And outs thou ſtol'it away her heart, 
Oh,l canſay no more, my ſpins doe faynt, « 
Pembrooke, farewell, I haue reueng'd my wrong, 

Pew, Oh yer a lucle loager,gracious time, 
Detayne his princely ſptett 14 his breſt, 
That [ may tell him he 1s miſle-inform'd, 


And purge my ſelfe vnto my dying triend : 

But death hath layd his nu-n-cold hand vpon me: 
] amarreſted co departthus life, 

Deare Ferdinand,althouzh thoube my death, 
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On thee ile friendly breathe my lareſt breath, 
Exter Forreſler, 
Foy, How full of pleaſure ischis Forreſt life ! 
My Parke 1liken toa Common wealth, 
In which, my Bucks and Does are Citizens: 
The Hunters Lodge,the Courr,trom whenceis ſemr 
Sentence of lite or death, as pleaſe the King: 
Onely our gouerament's a tyranvy, 
Ja that wee kall our ſubieRs ypon ſport, 
But ſtay, what Gentlemen doe heere lye ſlayne? 
It avy ſpaike of hte doe yet rewayne, 
Ue helpe co fanneit wich a nymble hand 
The Organot his arme doth play apace, 
He not fo far ſpentybut thatwith 5 
He may recouer to-his former ſtate, 
How 15 the other +I doe teele ſoft breath - 
Breake from between his lips. Oh, for ſome ayd, 
To bcare them toche Forreityto wy Lodge: 
'Butas I am, iletry my vtmoſt ſtrength, 
To ſaue their lives: ficlt ſeenc, ſhall be the firlt : 
P atience,and ule returne andfetchthe other, F vie! 
Enter Fiſberm an. 
Fiſber, My angle-rod is broke,my ſportis done; 
Bur I will fexch my net, to catch tome fiſh; 
To loſc both fiſh and pleaſure, is roo much, 
Oh what contentment lies there in the brooke : 
W hat prety traines are made by cunnipg hands, 
To int: ap the wily watry Citizens ! 
But what art thou that lyeſt ypon the graund? 
Sleepſt thou? or art thou laing 7 hath breath-his lf? 
No iparke of ifs appearest yet from his eyes 
Me thinks 1 {ce a glymmering light breaketorth, 
Which wanting | hrength jis ike a ewilight glimſe, 


If there be any hope to ſaue his life, 

Ile try my yunott cunvinge To my houſe, 
Poore Grarleman, Ie beare thee ava ghelt, ; 
Andeyther cure thy woundegor makethy grave, Ex#, 


Catis 


the trya'l of Uheualry. 
£” FeterF orre}er ,iſuing the other taken away, ſpeaks 
any thing, aud Exit, 


Enter Clowne and Katharine. 

Clow. Luft inthis circle I left the ewo Princes ready to 
draw; for I read the whole diſcourſe of the Combate wn 
their red eyes, 

: Kath, Heerelye their weapons, and heere flowes their 
oud, 

Clow. Haue they not flayne one another, and buryed 
themſclues ? 

K ath. Peace, fooletis too ſure,that they are ſlayne, 

Clow, O Lord, then let mecturnemy ſelf into a Ballad, 
and mourne for them, 

Kath. Thou angreſt me, with teſting at my ſorrow: 
Hence trom my light, my heart is full of griete, 

And it will breake, the burthen is ſo great, 

Clow, Goe from your l1ght? chen let me goe out of your 
company 3 for 1 had as leeue leaue your fight as your 
company « Is this my reward for watching and watch» 
ing? Ob Miſtris, doe not kill wee with vakindnelle; I 
ſhall, L ſhall <— 

Kath, VV hat ſhall you £ 

Clow. Weepe out mine eyes,and fill che holes with falc 

Kath, 1 prythee leaue mel am not difpleald, (waters 
But fayne would vent my forrowetrom my heart, 

Hold, take my purle,ſpend that,and leaue my preſence : 
Goevery where,enquire my Pembrooke our ; 

Andit thou bringſt meco hs breathleſſerruncke, 

I will reward thee with atreble gift, 

Chew, Well, I were beſt bee going, now Iam ſo fayrely 
oftred, Miſtris, your reward hath top: my teares, and en* 
tic'de my \egges to be walking, Farcwell,l will goe, God 
knowes wiuther, toſceke and to finde both, and neyther, 


Farewell, ſweet Miſtris, Exit, 
Kath,') Pembrooke,let me kneele vnto thy bloud: 


And yet I know not whether'r be thy bloud, 
6 E 4 Save 


— gy  - - ew 
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Save that my ſoule by adwineinitiaR, 
Tells me 1t 1s the treature of thy veynes, 
It thou beeft dead,thou murourot all men, 
I vowto dyc withthee; this field, this groue 
Shall be wy receptacle tull my laſt: 
Content with that that feeds the ayry (oules, 
My pillow ſhall be made a bankeot molle, 
And what | drioke,the filuer brooke ſhall yeeld. 
No other cape nor Court will Katharine haue, 
Till fares do imit ber a common grauc, Ex, 


Enter Frannce,Nanar, Phil Flannders,The« 
maſin,and etiendents, 


Naw, Our daughter fled! whe:whither?which waythow? 

T bo, I kuow nots 

Pol, Beilamira, my lives 10y, 
V pau tholc pinnyons that tupport her flight, 
Houers my heart, you beare away my ſoutc, 
Tourne,turne agayne, and giuethis earthly frame 
Efſentall pow erg which tor chiue abſence dyes: 
Thou art the {weet of lweets, tlic 10y of 1oyes: 
For thee was Philip borne, Q curne agayne, 
And Phulp is the bleficdeft of men, 

Lew, V c arc glad ſhe's gone,though we diflembleir, 
Sonne, bridle this afteftiongceale thele laments, 
Shee did not valuechem, 

Nas, Lewes, ſhe 01d, 
T1ll lauage bate that ſhape diſfigured. 

Phil. O, the was worthy eo be Queene of heauen. 
Her beauty,e're it luftred violence, 
Was hike the Sunne 10 tus Merichan Throne, 
Too iplendant tor weake eycs to gaze vpon, 
Shee was coo bright before, till bcing bid 
Vader that enutvus cloud, it rooke the place 
Ot adarke ground, to ſhow a louelyer face, 
T ba; Leprotie n her leemd perteR beaucy ; 
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And ſl:e did gild ber uwperfcGons ore 
With vertuc, which no toule calummious breath 
Could eucr loylegtrue vertuesdye 1s ſuch, 
T hat malice cannor ſtayne,nor enuy tuch, 
Then {ay not but her worth lurmouts thele woes, 
Nas. dhe gricu'd totye ) cutoa hated bed, 
And thercterc tollowea Burbon tor revenge, 
Phi), Burbonzgwho names hum? that ſame yerball ſound 
Is ike a thunderclapto Philips cares, 
Frighting wy very toule, Sure,youlard, Burbon, 
And to that prodegie you 1oynd reuenge: 
R euergegthat ike a ſhaddow tollowes hum, 
*T was he that wade me bankrout of all blifle, 
Sude the divorce of that purewhie and red, 
Which deckt my Bellamiraes loucly cheeks: 
And thall he (cape vapuntſhe 2 
Lew, loyne your hands, 
And all with vs ſweare vengeance on the Duke, 
Phil, Not for the world; who profecutes his hate 
On Burbon,iniures me: I am lus foes 
And none but 1 will worke hus ouerthrow, 
Lew, V bat meanes our ſonne? 
Phil, To bunt him for reuenge, 
The darkeſt angle of this vniuerle, 
Shall not contayne hum throughthe bounded world: 
Ile protecute bus flight with ceaflefle ſteps: 
And whenloog travell makes them dull or fayae, 
Bayting them treſh with Bellamiraes wrongs, 
Like Eagles they ſhalicut theflaxcn ayre, 
Andin an inſtant bring me where he is, 
Lew, Where goes our ſonne ? 
Pbul, To hell, (o thatin that kingdome, 
Fate would allertayne me to'meet withBurbon. 
Where euer | coutrorit him, this ſhall kill hun. 
Nas, Thou ſhalt haue aydto compaſle thy rceniges 
Phil, No ayd, but this Nrongarmee, Farerwellytarews!!, 
Since Bellamara hath forſcoke her triend, 
In 
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I ſecke deſtrution(Burbon)and mine ende + (Exit, 
Lew. Stay him:thistury wall becray thy lite, 
Nas, Pore king made wretched by thy daughters loſſe, 
Lew, Poore king made wretched by thydeſperar ſonn 
- Enter Meſſenger, 
Meſſ. Sped not your wocs too faſt, but ſaue ſome teares 
To dew the obtequies of your dead ſonne, X 
Nan, VV hat,  erdinand£ 
Xef, Hee's ſlaineby Pembrokes hands, 
And Pembrokelettbreathlesby Ferdinand. 
Their quarrell 1s vncertain,and ther bodics 
By lome vnciuill hands conuaycd away, 
And no inquiry can diicouer them, 
Naw, Our ſonne ſlaine? Bellamia poyſoned? 
Nauarre,tcare off theſe hayresgand raging dic, 
Emer Redoricke. (ricke £ 
Lew,More Tragedies at hand,what newes brings Rodo- 
Rod, Such as will make the hearers, ſcncelefle truncks, 
Vhy doth your highnes 10 your foc-mens tencs 
Reucll away the timegand yeld your perlon, 
To theknowne malice of your enemies, 
VV hilft in your owne tentsgrapine and foule luft, 
Grafpes your fayre daughter to dizhonour her? 
Lew, Our daughter* 
Red. She 35 (lily ftolne from thence, 
Yet none knowes whither, ſaue one Sentinel, 
Who doth report he heard a wretched Lady 
Evclaime, falſe Ferdinand would rautſh hers, © |. 
Lew, Tl:at was my child dishonor'd by thy fonce, 
Naw, Y ou wrong him,Fraunce, 
Lew. Thou haſt betrayed ys, kin 
And craynd vs to a loathed feſti 
Tie mariage of thy ftaynd and leprous child, 
Whilitin our abſence, Ferdinand yniuſt, 
Jiath Qaind our daughters beaune with vild luſt, 
Flaws, If you remember,he & Engliſh Pembroke 
Laſt day forſooke your Campe,us diſcontent, 
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Lew, Thatproou'd their loues were faynd,and of ſer ma 
He cameto vicw our Campeghow he aught act (lice, 
I hat deed of obloquygand icape withlyte, 

Nan, T is Fraunce hath done the wrong: you haue c6+ 
T hus deed otdeath on Pembrook & our fonz (mealt 
And now to couer itzluggelt and tayne : 
Our guiklcfle ſonne a guiity rauilber; 

HLut render me thei. buazes, | 

Lew, W herc's our Child? A, 

Naw, Secke her. 

Lew, Secke Ferdinand, 

Nas. Frauncc, 

Lew, Petty king, 

For thus our wrong, looke to be ynderling, 

Nas, What Drum is this? 

Lew, Arc we intrapt, Nauar? 

Red. Feare not,on yonder hil',whoſe lofry head 
Orclookes the ynder>valleyes,tKoyall Burbong 
Attended by tcn theuland Souldiery, 

Craucs peace and faire accord with mighty Fraunges 

Nas. Burbon, that was the ruyne ct my Child? 
Sununon our forces Iiraight and charge the ſ]aue, 

Frer, In Butbons relcue draw our torces VP. 

Nas, VV hat meanes the king of traunce ? 

Red, T o loyne withbum, 

Nos, What? with a Treytorand a murtherer? 

tew, He Cid adeed of merit and of fame, 

Poyloned the Siſter of a rauiſher, 

A 1 arquin,an inceſtuous Tercus, 

Ard our pocre Child the wronged Philomell: 
Arayne our Battalles (traight, and toynewith Burbon, 

Nas, Hcare what wee'le vrge, 

Lew,Speake then in warre ard death; 

Tn other termes, our rage will fpend no breath, | | 

Nau#, And we will ſpeake ſolowd, that be-ucn it {cle 
Shall cccho with the clangor » both cur chaleren 
Weele za£e from our remembranceand aduaunce _ 
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No otherthought, but how co plague proud Fraunce. 
Comoyne with Burbon,e'rechree Sunnes thall ſet, 
Inthe vaſt Ki1gdome of Orcanus: 
In a pitcht ficld weele meet the King of Fraunce, 
And that fall: Traytor Duke, 
Lew, Nauar, thou dar'{tnot, | 
Nas, Now by Saynt Denis, and our Grandſires tombe, 
Weele meer thee, 
Lew. Welcome, O,bring valiantmen, 
Weecl think on nought but graues & tobs til then, EFxewnr, 
Rod, Haha! I laugh tolecthele Kings at tarre, 
Now ciuill diſcord like a raging floud, 
Swelling aboue her banks, thall drowne this land, 
W hulſt Rodorick on her ruines builds his hopes. 
The King of Fraunce through-my ſuggeſtion, 
Thinks Katharine bis daughter rawſhed, 
Whoonely wingd wich louegis fled che Campe: 
Pembrooke and Ferdinand, ia mutual! ſtrife, 
Slayne by eche other, doth confirme my words, 
And for reucge whets keene the tro Kings ſwords, Ex, 


Eater Pewbreoks armde, andibeForreſter, 


Pem, I thikthee, Forreſter, whoſe rough grown walks, 
Wild in aſpeR,aftord more courteſy, 
Then places ſmoother for ciullicy, 
My lite redeemd by thy induſtrious hand, 
Re:vaynes in loucand duty bound to thee, 
For. Fayre Knight, prevention of ſad deathyby health, 
More toyes my ſoule, thenthanks or rich ne 
Bur 1s your armour eaſy ? (itsit well? 
Pem, i ncuer m my life wasbetter fated, 
T 15 ihould be that vnlucky fatall place, 
W here cauvilefle hate drew bloud trom Ferdinand. 
Bcholdthe grafle, a purple regitter, 
Seull bluſherhin Enogo% hght, 
Why wuthernot theſe trees? thoſe herbs aud plants” 
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And cuery netghbour branch droup out ther grief? 
Poore ſoules,they do,and haue wept our thetr lap, 
Yet I haue paid no duety to wyfriend, -- 
Wheretsche Tombel wild you toereft? 
Fory. Sec, valiautknight,proportiond and ſet vp, 
As well as my pooreſt would futfer mee: 
And here his picture bangs. 
Pemb, You hauc done well: 
Your hand I ſee's a perte&t Architet 
In forrowes bui : once more let ſuffice 
I quite your painfull rrauell but with thanks? 
Now leaue meto my felte,for here I vow 
To ſpend the remnant of my haples dayes: 
No knight nor Prince ſhall euer paſſe this way, 
Betore histongue acknowledge Ferdinand 
The faythfulleſt louer and the louingt triend 
The worldcontaynes : le haue his Sepulcher 
As yet but naked and vngarmiſhed, 
['re many dayes hangricher with the ſpoyles 
And vanquiſhe Tropheyes of proud pallengers, 
Then was the Romanes wealthy Capioll: 
So,gentle rorreſtergbequeath thy prayers 
In my afliltance; that is all I crauc, 
Forr, The God of power giue power vnto your 
That you may prove vidtorious fortunate, (arme, 
Pem,Farewel,kind Hott: & now let me embrace 
This empty Monument of my lolt friend. 
Oh! wer't fo happy to enſhrine his bones, 
How bleſt ſhould Pembroke be? but they aretorne 
By the fierce fauadge Woelte,wwhole filchy mawe 
Is made an vnfit graue to bury him, 
Burt if{ wichour afencs | may defire it, 
I wiſh his ſoule from Paradiſe may (ee, 
How well his names kept in memorie ; | 
Theſe eyesthatſaw him bleed, haue wept for him: \ 
T his heart dewlſde his harme, hath figh'd tor him: | 
And now this hand, that with yagentle force 
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Depryv'd his life,ſhall wh repeneant ſcruice, 


Maketreble ſati{tatian to bus ſouley 
Fortune, thou doſt me wrong to ſuffer me - + 
Solong vncombatced ; I prythee (cad 
Some ttubborne Knight, ſame paſſenger, 
Whoſe ſtout contr howarkewiltetaſe : 
Tayceld to my preſcripuon, but by force,  - 
I hate this idle rett of preciouscime, tvs + 
How now! derid'ſt thou my deuotion,goddeflc? yp, 
Thou ſendſt a woman to jncounter me, X athar; 
Hencetorthile hold thee for afayned name, , 
And no diſpoſer of my Chriftian hopes: 
Bur ſoft, I know that tacetoh ! 1,tis ſhe 
WW as viiult cauſe of all this miſery. 

Kath, Long have [ wandred with ynquiet mind, 
T o find my Pembrook: that they fought, I heares 
That they were wounded both codeath, I hegre 3 
But whether cur'de or dead, 1 cannor heare: 
Nor liues there any (it decealde)can tell, 
Within what place their bodies are interr' dy 
Since therefore all my trauellisjn vayne, 
Here will 1 take a truce with former care, 
This curſed nocke was that ynlucky ploty 
Where curſed Ferdinand did kill my Loue, 
What Knight 1s this? ile queſtion him,perhaps 
He canreſolue mewhere my Pembroke is ; 
” and good fortune, firattend your ſtate, 

791, Your withes came too late, 

V Vhafeexe you, Madam ? 

£4b, Tel me fit knight,for ſo you ſeemeto be: 
Know you this diſſnall place you do frequent? 
Cr hauc you heard of ghatvnhappy fight, 
V Vash N 7 fora'd by Ct lus foe 2 

Pers, 1 £5, (17 amyThaue beard of it longfince, 
7,14,0 0y gricte, knew boiththe Gentlemen, 

x utell meat they [ue or no? 


b 
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Pews, RN eft youallured, Madam, they are dead ! 
Thc one of chem to whom | was allyed, | 
And ncercly kite £ntrrendihip trom my youth, 
By me lyes buried heere? a braver Knight, 
And truer Louer never brearhd in Fraunce, 
Kath. Qtell mes it Pembrooke? if tor hum 
You haue crefted this fayre monument, 
Perperuall honour I will doe your ſtate, 
Pem, Not only, Madamyhaue I builethis rombe 
In his memoriall:; but my ſ{elfe have ſworneg 
Continuall refidence within this Wood : 
Ard for the loue I bare him, wearetheſe armes, 
That whatſoever Knight, aduenturer or other, 
Making his tourney this way, and refufing 
| Todo knights homage tomy breathleſle triend, 
By chis aſlayling teele may be compeld, 
Kh, Oh,let me Know your name,ſo kindly mon'd, 
To vignific my Pembrookes high deſerts, 
Per. You did not heare meſay*twas Pebrook, Madam t 
What is become of lum, I doe not know, 
Nor greatly careglince he did wrong my friend, 
And firit inkindled this diflenſious brawle, 
T his buryed heregisnoble Ferdinand, 
His fathers comfort, and his Countryes hope, 
Oh Madam ! had you ſcene hun as 1 d1d, 
Begirt with wounds, that like ſo many mouthes, 
Scem'd to complayne ks timelefſe ouerthrouy : 
And had before bininward with his vertucs, 
Tothinke that nature ſhould indure ſuch wracke, 
And at one time {o many precious gifts 
Periih by death, would hauc dulolu'd your hearts 
He was the very pride of fortitude, 
The houſe of vertuc,and true frendihips mirrour:; 
Looke 0a hts pifture, 1a the armes of death, 
When he was ready to gue vp the ghoſt, 
I cauſde it co be _ : if ar that times 
In that gxtremuty of bitter pangs, 
F 4 He 
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He look fo louely, had ſo freſh - colour, 
So quick a mouing «ye, lored a 
What was tnboms when he was in health? 
See with what courage he indur'd the combat, 
Smiling at death for all his cyranny, 
Had death bin ought but what he was, fternedeath » 
He would haue bm enamour'd with his looks, 
Kath, A certayne (oft remorce 
Creeps to my heartgperſwades me he was erue, 
Loving, and vertucus: but my felte vokind, 
Coyly co ſcorne the profter ot his mind, 
es.) that w Juſtice of her former hate, 
She now would hopelefle doate on Ferdinand! 
lle do the beſt I canto bring her on? 
Deſpaire and madnefle, fetch her off againe, 
M ada, low ſay you? walt nota gricuous thing , 
So rich a Iem, ſhould lye rak't vp un duft* 
So ſweet a flowergbe withred in his prime? 
Kath, Death was a villayne for attempring it, 
And ſo was Pembrooke for eftcRing it. 
No bloudy Scythian,or inhumane T urke, 
But would ha trembled to ha touche his skin, 
Or ſpilt one drop of his Heroick bloud, 
Pew, Had not that Lady then an yron heart? 
A rude ingratefull mind? a (auadge ipurtt? 
That knew this yertuous honourable Knight, 
This gracious ſhapegand vnmatche excellence, 
To be 1intangled with her terucnt loue, 
To ſerue her un all loyalty of heart, 
T 0 reverence and adore her very name, 
To becontene to kifſe the Jowly carth, 
Where the did ſet her foot $ and when 1c ſucd 
For grace, to ſcorne him,to deride his ſighes, 
And hold his teares and torment in conterupt ? 
Ot all chat cuer liu'd,deſeru'd ſhe not, 
The worlds reproch, and times perpetuall blot ? 


Kat. Heard you lum cuer ſpeak of ſuch a one ? 
Prem OW: 
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Pew. Ofr times: butchiefly then,when he perceyu'd, 
His hurt was mortall, and go way but death, 
Ae euery groaneghe cald ypon her name, 
Az if chat ſound were preſent remedy ; 
And when 1afuleing death drew ſhort his breath, 
And now was ready e6clole vp his eyes: 
Farewell, quoth heqwhere e're 1 find a ſhrine, 
My ſoule fly chouto beauttous Katharine, 
Ke, That ruchleſſe mind,that iron ſauage heart, 
So greatly loued,and (o little louing, 
Breathes in this breſt*ewas | returnd dildaine, 
Fordeepe affeftion; ſcorne for loyalty : 
And now compaſſionleſle ſhall pine my ſelfe, 
Oh Ferdinand, forgiue me, Ferdinand: 
Inioyne me any penance forthat wrong; 
Say I ſhall tread atedious pilgrimage 
To furtheſt Paleſtine, and 1 will doit, 
But peace, fond woma,thelc exclaimes are vanes 
Thy Ferdinand is dead and cannoc heare, 
As thou waſt ſomtimesdeafe and wouldſt not heare, 
Pemb, A inſt reward, Come,Madam,hauc you done? 
Giue me the pifture I may hang it , = 
Kath, Oheakeit not away: ſince I haue loſt 
The (ubſtance, ſuffer me to keepe the ſhaddow 2 
Me thinks, ſo long as this is in my hand, 
I claſpe my Ferdinand betweene mine armes $ 
Solong as I behold this lively forme, 
$o long am1 refreſhed by his (miles x, 
Solong,me | —— heare him ſpeake tome, 
Knew 1the Paynter drew this counterteyr, 


I would reward hum witha myntof gold. ; 
Perm. Lf ſuch a pleaſure you receyue by this, 

I cell Made Tibet thortly haue 

His whole proportion cur1a Alablaſter, 

Armd as he was when he encountred here, 

Which kneeling,ſhall be ſet ypon his tombe, 
Kath, On that condition I _ gather flowers, 


Aud 
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And once aday come tray then at his feet : 

And once a dey pay tribute of choyce thanksy 

To you the furtherer of my happineſſe: 

Til then, I place the pifture where it was, 
Emter Clowne,and Bellamira, 

Clow, _ on Sinn rome a maske would 
do welltbut I perceyue your arife, [ our pol . 
think a bald _ hath noneed of a black ple nn] po 
you what you looke like? A broyld herring, or atortur'de 
Image made of playſterworke, 

Bel, So,ſirra, you may ſcofte my miſery, 

bem, Still haunted with theſe womemare men yaniſht? 
Or what occaſion leaues the Realme of Fraunce, | 
So voyd and empty of aduenturous Knights * 

Clew, Out of peraduenture, Madam,the ghoſt of Saing 
George 1s come out of England,co (ce what hoſpitality S, 
Denis keeps in Fraunee. 

Pew, Poore Betlamira; I lament thy ſtate; 

Bat I muſt ill ſuppreſſe my diſcontent, 
W hat are you fo deformd with Jothlome ſpots © 
And whatthar Anucke keeps you company ? 

Clow, Anticke! thou lyeſt, and thou wert a Knight of 
ginger-breadt” Tam no Anticke,the whole pariſh where 1 
was borne will ſweare,that ſince the raigne of Charlemain 
there was not a better face bred or brought vp amongſt 
them, "_"Pem, Amayyeruſlecing, 

Kath, Haue pany how ever thus deform'd, 
1 his Lady is the daughter of Nauar. 
Madam, it toyes me | haue mer you heere, 
T hough muchlaments me of your heauy plight, 
There needs no repetition of your wrong : 
I knowthe villayne Burbon lidrhede 


W hom my incenſed brother will revenge. 
Bel. For Philipsſake I haue bin martyrd thug, 
And for his ſake Tefe King and Courtly life, 
To entertayne a Pilgrims paynefull habit, 
Buc on what ſtratige aduenture ſtayes this Knight, = 
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Within this deſolate forſaken wood ? 
. Kat, Forloue cf Ferdinand yourprincely brother, 
VV hoſe Hearſe he gardsin honourable Armes. 

Bel, Is this my brothers Hearſe? is this the place, 
W here I was ſhipwracke of a brothers name? 
Oh,lcrt me ſpend a lowng figh tor him, 

Aud ſacrifice a filters holy rites ; 

For cuer reſt, ſweet Ferdinaadyin peace, 

V ntl thy body glorified from beauen, 
Become 1mmioetall by thy foules returne. , 

Pem. Poore Bellamira, how Ipity thee! 
Yet wult torbeare to comfort thy daltrefle, 

Clow, Is wy yong Lord buried here © 1 tay no morevut 
I pray God lend him a toylull infurreion, 

Kath, lnough, ſweet Bellaances 
Thicle leprousſpors,ris ume they were remou'd, 
Come,goe with me, Since Ietr Aquitaync, 
And came acquaynted withthele private walksg 
It was m y happy chance to meet an Hermit, 
Whele $k1ll 19 Phaſtke PrRancy Lyon >a 
And pure refining of oyloned bloud; 
Ie bring you chinkse . ad ſeleft 
Delicious lu ects, todecke your brothers trombe, 
Come, firra, follow vs, Fxeant, 

Clow. Doe not think, Madam,that ile forſake you, And 
ſo,fir, you that walk in pewter yefſayleglike one ofthe wor» 
thyes,uall you berul'd by me$,,,_ 1... _. 

-—Y Wherein? : . \. (firſt, Fai, 

Clow, To eta gyn for Woodcacks, & catch your lelfe 

Pem, Hence,beetlc>head, And Pembrockznow bethink 
How great. atyde of miſerics breakes in, 
Kirſtzchou art taxedwith the loſſe gf him, 
W fiom equall watlithy (clfe thou holdeſt geare 2, 
Nexe; Bellamira-is become a Leperz.. .... | 
Whole abſcace Philip carefully laments? 
Then trecherous Burbon 1oynes hunfee wihFraunce, 

: 


And both the-Kings are avgerly 1nce 
* enger'y: A Bue 
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But laſt, which is ſome comfort co the reſt, : - 
Difdaynfull Katharine waſtes with fruitlefſe love, 
Would a!l ſo minded like res pray 
But by this ſignall thereare Knights at hand, 
I muſt proudetheir valoursto withſtand, 


by 


Enter Frannce, Barbon, Redoricke, Peter de Lions, 
at one dere: at thr other, Nanar, Flanders, 
Dicke Bowyer, and Sonldiers Ptmbrooke 

' betwtene them, 


Pem, Stay your intended march, 
Lew, W hat Peere of Fraunce, 
Or in the world ſo haughty reſolute, 
Dare breathethe word of ſtay to mighty Frannce ? 
Ns.Or what artthou preſum'ſt to ſtay my courſe 2 
Pew, A Knight I am,andto aduentures bound x 
T bis monument erected for my friend, 
By me isgarded : If you meaneco paſſe, 
You muſt dochomage, or with me, - 
Lew. Homage of me! 1 King of France, 
And in {ubieion to no earthly power, * 
; Naw, Thou knowſt not what thoy ſayſt,to challenge vs, 
Of any ſuch inferiour priuiledge, *,' | 
What homage isit chow cequir'ſt of vi# | 
| " Firſt, ro acknowledThim lyesburyed here, 
The faythfulſt Loucr, and moſt valyaneKonight, 
That inthis time drew ford, or manag'd horſe, 
Bow, And what was he ? Aſcapart,or 
man Gargantua, that ftufe every button of his coate wich 
a loadof hay? . *Sharr, wee haue mere fellow; here's all 
mouth, hee ſpeakes nothing but Monarch, Doeſt thou 
heare, King? giue me leave to incounter this puckfiſt: and 
if I doe noe make him cry Peccani, ſay Dicke Bowyer's 8 
powdred Mackrell;,” yy -m 
__ - Pi, Mybloud beginges to boyle, I could be pleafd, 


OY 


the tryall of Gheuatry. 


To haue thisfellow by the cares,but that 
Theres many of my betters heere in place, 
Fland, King of Nauorre,let Flanders cope with him, 
Barb, | mperiall France,giue Burbon leaue to try 
The hazzard of a combat with this Boaſter, 
Pew, Diſpatch, Nawarre,one of you come foorth, 
Toenterchange a warlike blow or two, 
Lew.Firſt let vs knoy what penalty thou ſctſt 
Vponthy ſelfegif thou be vanquiſhed, 
Pew, A recantation of my former wordes, 
A ſeruitude to him that conquers me: 
Bur who ſo everts by me ſubdued, 
Muſt leaue his Shicld co beautifie this ſhrine, 
Bar, Let not Nauar, my Lord, rob vs of honor 3 
Say, Burbon firſt ſhall breake a Launce with him, 
Red, Aicribe that pruuledge,my Lord, to mee 2 
And Rodorick will have death, or —_— 
Low. No,noble Rodorick, Burbon ſhall beging 
And as heſpeedes,we will imploy your power, 
Pem Provide thee, Burbon, le nor fauour thee. 
Bur,Be ſure lle ſhew thee like hoſtility, 
Lew, Hold,the aduantage is onthy (ide, 
The Duke of Burbon ſhal hang vphis ſhield, 
Pew. [de rather haue lus Cp he al your ſhelds: __ 
V hois next? (Shields 
Bow, Zoynds, I think he has a patren to take vp all the 
jeh Countrey, hang mee if thou wantſt worke, heeres for 
Nauar,gthecarle of Pembrok & Caualiero Bowicrz (Fight 
Achouſand eoa Taylors, bodkin , this fellow has a 
fanultar:but howſocuer, thou mayſt thauk my lame legge * 
theres my ſhield, 
Lew,Now Rodorickgbetake you toyourraske, (Fight. 
| Rodor, My fortune's anſwerable to the reſt, 
Lew,Since all miſcarrie, Fraunce will put his chaunce 
Yoon the hazzard of the Dice for once. 
ems, Y ou are an Honorable fge,my Lord: (Fight. 
By law of Armes,you muſt hang vp your (tu hn þ 
» » 


The Hiſtory of 
Lew, Lycidtolawandthy approoued yalour, 
King of Nauar, will onely you {it out © 
Nas. Nogking of Fraunceymy bloud's as hot as thine, 
And this my weaponſhall conhcme my words, (Fight, 

Bow, Nauar doiyntoo! Shartgthisfellow hath the ericke 
If he be nota witch or ſome Deuull, ler nie be (of ic: 
 Qlickre1ato a Carbinado, 

Nas, Thou fonnc of Chiualcic, let me now intreate, 

To know his name,for whome choureaplt this honor: 
Or what he was,whoſe bodic's heere interde? | 

Pew. A valiant Knight,his name, yang Ferdinand, 
Slayne by maltortune of a friendly hand, 

Nan, Is it'may ſonne thou mak?tſtchy valours priſe, 

And itrw'ſt {o to exernize with thy (word © 

Let meimbrace thee, Not alone my ſhield, 
Bur i will leave my heart vpon hs ſhrine, 

My deareſt Ferdinand, 1 weuld my lighes, 

Or (ad lamenting teares might haue the poiyer, 
Like Balmeto quicken thy benummed jones, 
Then would 1 drowne this marblee're 1 went 
And heatit hote with vapour of my breath, 

Lew, Nauaf,this now may teſtify thy wrong, 
In falſe accuſing mc. tor his remoue, 

Na, Thou mailt be guilty Qilfor ought I know 3 
For though Ihnd him dead, find nor yet 
The Tragick maner of his haples end, v 
Thou mayſt as well haue wurdred Ferdinany, 
As fauour him hath poyſond Bellamira, 

Lew,Iniurious king,it was baſe Ferdinand, | 
On whom iult heauens haue ſhown tuſt vengeance heere, - 
Raviiht my Katharine and conuayed her hence, 
Where'l ſhall never more behold her face, | 

Nas, Tis falſe, and wee'le mayncain it with ourfwords; 

Lew, DCE weele mayntain it with our - words, 

Pem,By heauen,the toang prophanes the ſacred name 
of Ferdinand mich any Pliny, ao 
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He cut ir out,or ſtop his throate with bloud, 
And ſo &ainin '14. blaſphemous vpbraydes. 
Nau,Content t!:e=,knight,lle caſc thee of that labor, 
To morrow 1sexpir'd the time of truce, 
| —__ with vn (ha —_— tothe plaine 
ou wa ar'd betore to putch vpon 
lie meet doodalh p wh 
Lew, And I will meet with thee, 
Sound Drums and Trumpets: honord knight,farewel!: 
Who ſhal ſuruive next morn,ſtrige newcs ſhal tel, Exc31, 
Pem, Thus heady rage, blind in herraſh reſolve 
Drew Ferdinand and mee into the field, 
As now it doththeſe hot inceaſed kings, 
Wer't nor my yowes prohibit my deſire, 
To ſtay the inconuenience of this fight, 
I would diſcouer where their Daughters are, 
To ſhew the error rhey are ſhrouded in; 
Bur Time hathrun a deſperate coarſe with mee, 
And deſperate let them runne to nuſery; 
Here comes a Straggler of their Army. Stand, 


Fmter Philip, 
Pbil, What voice isthat preſumes to byd me ſtand? 
Per. His that can force thee,if thou wilt not ſtand, 
Phil, By this bright ayre refleAteth on my ſword, 
If the whole Army of Nauar had ſaid 
As muchto Philip, yet he would not ſtand. 
And thou bvt one,how- dar'it thou profer it, 
Knowing how ſharp a Spurre doth pricke me on, 
The death of Burbon for my Bellamire ? 
Pems, Hang vp thy (hield,as other knights haue done, 
Vpon the Hearſe of noble Ferdinand, 
And thou mayeſt freely paſſe without controvle, 
Phil, The Hearſe Ferdinand! I honor um, 
He was the brother of my deareſt Loue, 
What's this I ſee * my fathers batterd ſhield: 
The ſhield of Fraunce ' of Flaunders! Burbonstoo!: 
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Eſpecially being done for Ferdinand, 
T here is my ſhield; and Knight, bur for my haſte, 
I would expoſtulate of other things: 
But after traytrous Burbon I haye ſlayne, 
K night, looke for mezile viſitcheeapayne, 
Now Rodorick,keepethy word,arid1 ambleſt: 
But ifchou faylegile forward with thereft,' £x#, 
Pem, Succelfull ation fit vpon'thy (word? 
Thais net of ſorrowes,I perceyue,intangles 
Not only Pembrooke,butthe Court of France, 
Nauar and his affociatsare all touch, ' 
Tunc looke ypott vs, and art laſt determine, 
This he ering tumules with a peace, 
2 Since, Soy "puter ; 
Ferd. SincesFerdinand,by gracious prouidence, 
Thouart recouered of thy mortall woundsz 
Withthe new lite thy body isreuiade, _ 
Reuiue the ancient paſſions of thy mind, 
Think on thy Fiend,on Pembrook take remorſe, 
Whoſe honord life,thy haſty hand cur off ; 
This is the place,as I remember mee, 
Whats heere? a Tombe? who hath preutnted me 
In my religious duty to my friend? ' 
You, Knightgl doubt celoluc me.. . 
Pem. VV hat art thou ? ſtand, 
Ferd, A Knight,and fayne would know, 
Vhatſaczed monument and Tombethisis? * 
Pew, His, whillt he liu'd,that of the worlds increaſe, - 
Was the moſt loyall friend, and valiant Knights 
Which rt. likewiſe ratifie with me, 
And hang thy ſhield yp to adorne his Hearle, 
Or venture Cnbmtndenie it, 
Fer, His name, I pray thee, | 
Pew, Ferdinand, (one 
Fer, What's be acquainted with my name? belike ſome 
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Lou'd Pembroke,andſuppotin wrongfull 
Meſluoe by him pofardle fore Bu) 
Ublcrues this honor 1n my memory; 

Be not thou Ferdinaudiingratetullthen, 

Burt ſtand for Pembrokegas this knight for thee, 
Pew. V bat anſwere gueſt thou ſhal 1 homege have? 
Fer, Not tor his lake thou nam'ſt,not for Ferdinands = 

There l1u'd a knight exceld his petty fame, l 

As tarre as coſtly Pearle the courſett Pebble: 

AnEnglih _ cald Pembroke, were his bones 

Jaterced heere,l would contefſe of him 

Much more then thou requir'ſt, and be contene 

To hang both flueld and tword vpon bis Hearle, 

Pew, tow comes this ranger by my namc*tBelike 

He was afteed vnto Ferdinand : 

And for his ſake(hearing he did me wrong) 

Coucts to make amends,or meanesto prooue 

If 1imbrace him with yofayned loue, 

He hall not doube of that,once more I ſay, 

+ *Twas Ferdinand was the renowned Knight 

Ofall che world, 

Fer, But 1 deny that ſaying, 
Gwing to Pembroke that preeminence. 
Pew, For Ferdinand my valour will I try, 
Fer. In Pembrooks valour 1 will fight ard die, 
Dyſconer ache other in fight ing. = 
Pem,Eyther I dreame,or this 1s Ferdinand, 
Fer, My fight deludes me,or ſtour Pembroke [yues, 
Frm Thrice happy honord,l do imbrace my trend, 
Fer, Welcome, oh welcome Pembrok,to myne armes, 
Whom 1 imagined, death had tane from me, 
Pem, T he hike did | by Pruncely Ferdinand: 

Bur that he lives,my {oule confounds with 10y, 

Fer. Tell me,deare friend, Gnce our volucky fight, 

Haue you heard ought of my difdajntull Lou! 

Pem Other and all the reſt: Hertather liues: 


Thus is tus Qhueld,and this is great Navars: | 
H Th'3 
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This Rodoricks, the Dake of Orleance, - 
A nd this malicious Burbons : #1} ehe which 
I fo:c'r from them, xo beautifie chy fhrine, 
But tis of Katharine thou defir'ſt ro heare: 
She like viſe hath bin here; ber fliaty hearty 
So much before inciind to cruzlry, 
Now waxeth ten4er: ſhe no ſooner (aw 
Thy piRture here; but by beauens proutdence, 
Or how I know nor,ſhe ſo doats on ie, 
As Iluppoſde ſhe would adycd for loue, 
Fer, Has then my ſh2ddoy and ſappoſed death 
Brought char to paſſe wy living ſubſtance could not ? 
Pem. It hath,ang never Lady more enamour'd, 
Then now is Katharine of her Ferdinand. 
I cold her, and no more then truth I told, *- 
A cunning Caruer hal cut earthy ſhape 
And whole proportion in white Alablaſter, 
Which I intended here ſhould be ſet vp, 
She earneſtly entreated ſhe might haue 
A ſight of it,and dayly be pernutrted 
To deck thy tombe and ſtatue with ſweet flowers. 
Shee's but cuen nov departed to that end, 
And will{l know) be quickly here agaync, 
Now tor aflurance I diffembl: not, 
Inſtead of thy reſeinblance cutin ſtone, 
Kneelc here thy ſelfe,and heare her pitious mone, 
Fer, Content, | het4 your counlell for the beſt: 
eels once conclude our ſorrowes with a ieſt, 
Pem. Sofr,rhere's acuſhe: nay,you muſt be bare, 
And hold your hands vp, as the maner -1s, 
Fer. What it T held a booke,as if 1 prayed © 
Pew. Twere beſt of all;and now I think vpon't, 
Here is a booke: ſogkeepe your countenance, 
You mult inagine now you aretranſform'd. 
Yonder (he comes,in any caſe ſtir not, 
Emery Katharine, 
Kath, 1feare Ihaugdetrated time too long, 
In 
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In my determunde ſexuice to my Loue: 
Bur lleredectve wy taule with double care. 
Sce where his Ratuels ſer yp; kind Knight, 
For ever Katharine will record chy euth, 

Pew. How lay youzMadam,ult nor very like him: 

Kath, As likegas ut werc himiclteindeed, 
And would co God my prayers might be heard, 
T hat as the Lmage of Pigmalion once, 
Lite might deicend intotius lencelelie one? 
But that was tayad,as my Cchire is tondy 
Relentlefle death withbolds my Ferdinand; 
And no meaty may re couer tuo, f 
In token then doe repent my icornegs 
Thar 1 was crucll to fo kind a triend, -. 
Thou the preſenter of his aþlentperion, 
Recewe thelciweetsgthy temples be adornd 
Withthis freih garland; thy white Inory band 
Boaſt of this King,whuchit chou rvert ahuc, 
Should band our taythes yp in a cuptall knot? 
But tor thou canſt not be reu'd agayney 
Llle dwell with thee 1n death:and as wy pun 
Mounts ro the happy manſion of thy tpinit; 
50 $0 accompany thy ſhaddow here, 
He turne wy body to aſhaddow teo; 
And kneelugthus,controne thy filent lookes, 
VV ith my {ad looks$thisis the Inftrnttcrr, 
Now Ferdinand, behold thy Katharine c orice, 

Fer. Ard ſhe is welcome ynto Ferdinand, 

! Pem.lle play the clark for beth, and lay Amen, 
Nay ,aauic nor, Madam, tis no ſencelefſe ttnege, 
Byt che true eflence of your wiſhed Loye, 

Kath, 1 am 2ſhimd eo locke tim in the face, 
Fer. tide not thoſe (plendirt lights, hereafter be 
A couſtane wite, it ſhall ſuffice tor me; 
Kat. Heauencaſther off, if Katharine proue net (og 

_ Pem,Of that no more; vow Tet vs hifte fromhence, 

40 quiet the diflenfish lately prung 
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Berweene your parents, Philip likewiſe gone, 
To be reveng'd on Burbonstrechery, 
Perhaps way itand in need of friendly ayd: 
To him and them our vowes mult next be payd, 
Fer VV hat Pembrook countels,we coſcat yato, Fxtunt, 


Emter Rodovicke and Philip. 


Red, Now whileſt our Armies wearied with the heat 
Thatche bright luane caſts from his midday throne, 
Abſtayne trom bloudy entercourſe of warre, 

Ile lead thee Philip vnto Burbons Tear, 

Phil, Rodorickegtheu highly tauoureſt me in thisy 
And doubt not,if my complot take cffeR, 
lle make thee Duke of Burbon, 


Enter Lewes, F launderr,aud Burbon., 


Red. Stay your ſpeach,heere comes king Lewis, 
Phil, They cannot know me, 1 am fo dilguiſde. 
Burb, Follow my counſayle, and immediatly beginthe 
Lew, Why,the heat's great, (Batrayle, 
Ir burnes in our Armour as we march, 
Flan, It burnes the enemy as well as wee, 
Bur, |t warmes our Souldiers ſpirics & makes them fire: 
I had rather dye,then when my bloud ts hot, 
Be awde % counſell,ull it freeze like Ices 
He is no Souldiergthat for feare of heat, 
VVill ſuffer vitory tofly the field. 
an a” Burbon,ye are more hot then wile, 
Bur, Rodorick, me thunkes you are v emptorys 
Rod, [tisin zeale of the nah wake WE\ 
Goto your Tentrefreſh your vnſcorcht lymmes: 
There draw your battels modell :and as ſoone 
As the coole winds haue fand the burning Suane, 
And made ittraftable for trauaylers: 
Arme you,and mount ypon your barbed Steed, 


I cad 


| 
| 
| 
| 


the tryall of Cheualry, 


Lead foorth your Souldiers,and ingood array, 

Charge bravely onthe Army of our foe, 

Lew, The Duke of Orleance hath counſeld well, 

Ie in avdrecreate me in my Tent, 

Farcwell, my Lord,when you reſolue to fight, 

Proclayme your meaning by a Canons mouth, 

And wrha volley I will anſwere you, Exit Lewes. 
Ber. It you will needs any end" my Lord, 

Ha Rodorixke,are not we fine Polyricians , 

That hane ſoquamly wrought the King of Fraunce 

Vnmoour faftion,that he threatens warre, 

Againſt the almoſt reconcilde Nauar? 

Red, But this 1s nothing to the ates weele do : 

Come,come,my Lord,you trifletime with words: 

Sit downe, fit downe,and make your warhke plot? 

But whertore ttand theſe murdrous Glaues ſo nyet 
Pl, Touch them not,Rodorick,prythee let them ſtand. 
Bar .Soine paper,pen,and incke. Emer Peter, 
Peter. My Lord. 

Boar, Poſt tothe Maſter Gunner, 
And bid him plant his demy culveringe 
Agai.|t che kings pauilion, 
eter, Prefently, : 
Bur,But firſt, bring pen and inckeand ſtraighe. 
Rodoricke, thou ſhalt als1t mec 1nchis plor, 
Rod, Do it your (elfe, my Lord, I hauc a charge 
Of Souldiers, that are very mutinous, 
And long 1 dare not ſtaygtor feare my abſence 
Be caulc of their reuwolt vnto Nauar, 
Bur, Thento your Souldiers: 1 will to my plot, 
Phil, Away my Lord, leaue me yntoche Duke, 
Rod, Kall you the Duke,and after Ile kill thee, 
Buy, This pen is ſtabbed, and twill not write, 

The lacke that's inthe Standage doth looke blacke, 

Thi in my penis turnd as red as bloud, 

Pb. The reaſon that the platforme you would make, 

Muſt by this hand be weuten with thy bloud, 

Os ed H 3 Bwr.Zounds, 
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Bur .Zounds,what artthou that chreatens Burbon fo £ 
Pbsl. One that's as deſperat=carclefle of hus life, 
As thouart tunerous,and tearlt to dyc, 
Bar, Comeſt chou cokill me © 
Pbel, If 1 ſhould lay no, | 
This weapon would conderne me, which I ſcyz'd 
Of purpoſe, Burbon,ts bereaue thy hte, 
Bur,Why fond map,mad nan, know'Iit thou what thog 
Phul, I krow it,Burbovgand 4 know behdes, (doett? 
What chou would ſay, to daunt ay rcfolutiong 
F«rb, Whatwould 1 ay © 
Prl. Why thatthus place is death, 
As being thy Lent, enurowd with hy flaues; 
VWhereat Lkullthee,tusunpoſhble. _ 
Totcape with lite; thug Burbongthbou would lay: 
but Plultpas not to be moy'd with words. 
Eurb, Phalip | 
Phil, I-Ptabp, Bellamicacs Loucy 
Whoic beauty, villayne,thou hait poyſoned: 
For which: | haue vow'g thy deati,aund thou thalt dye, 
Theretore betake you to what fence you will, 
Among this bundls chule one weapon torth, 
And like a worthy Duke prepare thy {clfe, 
In knighely mancr to detend thy lite : 
For 1 will hight with chee,andbiuciice too 
Or thou liuit grue an end veto my lite, 
but it thou call yato thy ilaues for helpe, 
Butbongmy tword thail nayle thee tothe wall: 
And cilunke Prince Philip is a Prince indeed, 
10 ge thee this aduantage. tor thy lite, 
bur, Boy gl will courge your infulence with death, 
Þbil, Come cn, | 
Fright, and kill Egrbou, 
Bar, Ch, Lamilayoe. 
Rod, Murder,muder, Burbon the Dake 1sflayne, 
bel, Peace,Rodonck; I anrPhulip hy dearc tricad, 
Keg, I houart acounterfet, I know thee not, 
Ph, Dieft 
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Phil, Didſt not thou guide me vato Bucbons Tent? 
Red, 1 guide theerothe Teak know thee nor. 
What,murder,hoz will ao man heare iny voycet 


Exter Peter, and 2. or 4. ſonldiers, 


Pet, Yes,here are thoſe can heare well ynough, 
V here 1s the murdered,and the murderer? 
Red, Peter, bzhold thy maſters breathleſſerrancke, 
Andrthere's Prince Philip that hath murdered him, 
Per. I'o auoyd prolixicy, Lie kill hin : 
Yer art give me leaue to weepe for my maſter, 
Red,Firit,ſeyze the murderer,and after weepe, 
Pbs/, He that firſt yentuces to attach my life, 
Let hin: be ſure be hath a lifeto ſpare 2 
For | wil ſend one breathlefſe ro the graue, 
Per. You that have nyne liues,aflaule the gentleman, 
Rod, What peaſants,dare you not attach the ſlaue? 
Ile ray fe the whole Campeburile apprehend him, 
Alarum deummes: Souldiers, incircle him, 
And eyther apprehend or [lay the wretch. 


Enter Pembrothe and Þerdinands 


Pew. Tis princely Philip, helpe co reſcue him, , 

Red, VV hat (laucs are theſe that dare oppole theſclues, 
Io reſcue of a murderer *gaiilt an Hoſt 7 

Fer. Such as will make thee Rodorick, fly for life, 

Per, Zounds, men re mortall; to auoyd prolvxity, my 
Lord of Orleance, your beſt courſe is flying, and therein | 
will be your follower, 

Rod, Fly before three,andbe thus ſtrong? | 
"Twere madneſſe, 

Pem, We trifle time, let's drive thera fromthe I ont. 

H 4 Wn 


AUG & 42901. of 


Alarm, and drive awayPeter 
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Pew, Live, worthy Philip, Pembrooke bids thee liuey 
T hat did ſuſpet this m_ at the tombe, 
When in the honour of Prince Ferdinand, 
You did religne your ſhield, 
Phil. TifEarle of Pembrooke : 
Fer, And Ferdinand that loucs thee as his ſoule. 
Phil, Two lives I owe my ſtarres, beſide mine owne, 
In ſending me two friends of ſuch import, 
Durſt you aduemure thorow the enemies Campe, 
And put your lives in danger to ſaue mine? 
Pem, The rumour of the Duke of Burbons death, 
Hath ſo poſſeſtthe Campe with admiration, 
That they regardleſle lutfer all co paſſe : 
Only this, Rodorick wakens them alittle; 
Bur cannoe weane ther from their wondring minds, 
Pbsl, That Rodorick is a perfect villaynecturn'd ; 
For though he guided we vnto his Tent, 
And gaue his liking that the Duke ſhould dye; 
Yet how the villayne cryed to murder me, 
But comegin this contuſion let's be gone 
Tis dangerousto abide 10 Burbons Tent. 
Rodoricke, thou art the next muſt taſte of death: 
That caske once done, we ſhall with little payne, 
Our angry fathers reconcile agayne, 


Alarum, Enter Nauar, Bowyer,Nod,Core, Souldiers, 
drum and colours, 


Nas, The Alarum ſoundedin the enerries Campe, 
No" for Nauar and Fame, ftand to it, firs, 

Low, Hart, ſtand corctheere's ſome of vs knowes how 
torunne away, andthey be putto it: Thoughwee have 
lo:t our brave Generall, the Earle of Pembrooke, yee 

SB here's 
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here's Caualiers.Bowyer, Core and Nad, by Iefu, ſound 

Cards; and ___ and Termagant come againſt vs, 

weele fight with thew. Couragio, my hearts, 5, George 

for the honour of England, | 
Naw, The aduerſe part comes on, fight gallanely, 


Enter Fraunce, Flaunders, and $exldiers, with 
Drum «nd C olowrs, 


| Lew. Is falſe Nauarſothicſty to drinke bloud, 

| That he muſtioyne the Squadron of his troops, 

| Before the ſignall of the batrel's giuen. 
Belike youthovght to take vs ynpreparde, 
Nogking,our wrong hangs like a watch before vs, 
And makes vs nomber euery ſhort-lynd minute, 
Till your ues anſwere for our Daughters death; 
Charge, braue ſpirits: Saint Denis now for Fraunce, 

Nas, Saint Dents for Navar: Alarum Drums, 


AMarnmgthey fight, Frannce put tothe worf} enters 
Fodontke and Peter tbe prbt continued, and 
Nanar driven in, 


Lew. Nauar and his weake forces make retire ! 
Purſue them, Sirs,che viftorie 1s ours. 

Red,Be like taru'd Lions 'mongit aheard of Beaſts, 
R utheleſle and bloudy (laughters all you mecte, 
Till pxoud Navar be flaynyor kiſle your feet: 
Saint Denis, and cry murder through the hoſt, 


Alarurn,enter Dembrooke, Ferdinand & Philip, 


Pem, He that ſteps forward with a murdring thought, 
Marries hum felfe to death, Fraunce, ceale the fight: 
They are Frenchmen you purſue, French men you ſhould 
Dig nor for Traytors loue your ſubicts grave, (faue. 

Lew, What frantickeknights are choſe that darc oppoſe 

| [4 
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T heir Gngic force againſt our multitudes? (creaſe, 
- ®k., lhoſethatwiſhyouand Fraunce bright famcs ca» 
So you would chaſe hence war, and welcome peace, 
Rod, T hat was the Traytor, thatflew royallBurbon, 
Per. Downe with the villaynes, 
Red. Souldiers, {cyze onhim, 
Ard then puriue Nauzr with ſudden death, 
Fer,E'rc thelcaſt hayre fall from his kingly head, 
Rodorick,thy baſe trunck ſhall be butchered, 
Pew, Wall you accept of peace® 
Lew, Follow Nauar, 
Pe, Downe with that murderer, 
Fer, Zounds,then infpight, 
Veele (auc Nauar,and chaſe you hence in fight, 
All, Hay ha, 
Pem,Nayglmile notgthough our number's few, 
Our great hearts tell vs,we thall conquere you, 
Alarum, and 5, George, 


Alarnw,they febt. Enter Nauar and bis forces: 


traunce chaſle aways 


Nan, Fraunce and his daunted forces giues vsgrogndy 
Tharge,charge agaynegand we arc Conquerours, 
Plz, Stand, or ne're fhirre agayne, 
Naw, VV hat meanc theſe kwghts ? 
Pew, Lollop your paſlagethis way, great Nauar, 
I chacgettice,by the duty ot a King, 
T hy louc to luttice,and thy ſubtetts lines, 
You found retreat,and make a peace with Fraunce; 
Naw, A-ptace, and haucthe vantage of the day e 
Bw, That's a tricke, by Icluzto mocke an Ape: wee'le 
none of that, 
Nan, Wee'le haue no peace,but what our (words cam 
Follow the chaſe. (make 
Pi, Are you grownc infolent? | 


Fa. 
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For one light putfe of fortune prones it ſo 2 
Nay, thea our ſwords twrne to your overthrow, 


Alarunythey fight, and dring in Nanar, 


Fer. That was my father that yon fought againſt. 
- Phil. You did as muchro mine, | 
 Pem, Princes,agree; force canot end this war, but policy, 
Therefore ci|pearle your lelu:s,andlet our Squires, 
With Trumpets 1n their mouthes found lowd retreat, 
here you perceruethe fight moſt violent, _oy 
The ſtravgenefle of which att will Rtraight amaze, 
VV hea they thall heare bothpeace and war denounc'd, 
And oneleife inſtant,they will ſooneretire. 
To know theiflue, Princes,fallto worke: 
Tis work: of charity, 'twould doe me good, 
| It we could end eln; battell without bloud. 
Fer, I hope we thall: farewcll,ile to my charge, 
Pem, Thelikewill Pembrooke, 
| Pt, Plalpr notlatt, 
Yer though Lizeke the latety of my frends, 
Roderick ſhall loſe his bloude*re this fight ends; 


Alarwm , excurſions, Enter Peter leading 
7 bows/1n, 


Per, Struggle not, ſtrive not, your ſweete heart Bowe 
yer cannot faue you, V uhout.proluxity, you mult goe 
Wit! mee, 

T be, Helpe, helpe, 

Pet, And the God of warre come in thy deſence, my 
humour 189 kill hum. Come away, 

Eater Bowyer, 

Bow. By Ieſu,& you go this way, you muſt pay cuſtom, 
Zounds,you pickt-hate1 Caualiero petticore»monger, can 
you hind tive now to be catching T Loma/m? comeggeluer, 
or by Zenacrib,& the life of king Chazlemayneylc tbrath 

| om. I 2 your 
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your coxcombe, as they doe hennes ar Shrovetyde 1 nog 
will you not doe, you Tan-tat? zounds,then haue at you, 


They feb Bowyer bath the weneh, reſcued by France, 
reconcred by Nanar : Philip meetes Rodorick reſcued by 
Peter; reweat is ſounded,tht enemies beg to retire, ew 
dorick chaſ'd by Philip: Emtey at [euerall doores,after ro« 
freats ſounded, P embrooks and Ferdinand, 


Fer, Arethe Kings ſeuerd? will they bow to peace® 
Pew, Peace is a welcome gheſt ynto their hearts: 
But Rodorickelike « greedy cnuious churle, 
Fearing to ſpend his wealth,ſtill keeps them backe, 
I 1s he exalperates che Princes hate : 
And whenour Trumpets call themto retyre, 
He with warres clatgor ſets chem on ag1yne, 
Vnlctle he be removu'd,ourlabour's lolt, 
i er, It ball not; for ile ſeeke him through the Hoſt, 
And with this (word pare off the Traytors head, 
Pem, Doc,and ile (cowretheſe ranks : if Pembrokseye 
Encounters hus, he mects his Tragedy, 


- 


Acarum, Enter hilt, pwr ſwmg Redoricke, 
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?Pbjl,Stay ,warlike friends, and ayd me 1n renenge. 
Fer, T hat 13 Rodoricke, 
Pem, Heere's the Traytor,ftrike him downe, 
Phil, VV ho lifts hrs arrme at him, ftrikes at wy brelt, 
Red, Why hauc you thus ring'd me abuut with (words* 
Ytil, Toſhew thee thou mult dye, 
Rod, VV hathaue I done, 
T hat chus you labour my deſtrution ? 
Perm, T hou wer'ta party in all Burbons wrongs, 
Fer, Fallely term'd Ferdindhd a Rawiher, 
| Pew Sect diſcord twixt theſe kangs, 
f Phil, PraAuiſed my death, = | 
Pem, Vllayne,for this,our words ſhall ſtop thy breath. 
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Fer, Stand not ro argueglet'sallrunne at him, 
P4 il, Now as you lowe my lourgor prize mine honour, 

Touch not the Traytorghe 1s Philips toes 

And none but I mult worke bis oucithrow, 

Thrice inthe battell he was reſcucd trom me : 

But now hee's falne into the Lyons pawy 

From whence the whole world cannot ranſorme him, 

Preſeruers of my lite, heroick friends, 

Be you my lafety, keepe the Souldyers off, 

V hulſt in the midſt by tayre and equall fight, 

I ſend this Traytorto cternall might, 
Ferd, By heauenagreed, 
Pem, Heere Pembrooke takes his and: 

Come Fraunce and all the world, will not (tart, 

Til Philips knightly (word pearce Rodoricks hart, 


Rod, Accurit, | am betrayd,,lacowpaſt round; 
Now lyte and hope and ſtate mult kifle the ground, 


Pb, Rodorick,thou ſeeitgall wayes arc (toperoflie, 
Be deiperat thengfight braucly,andio dic, 


Alarm they f4bt: enter to Pembrooke Nawar, 
Bowyer.oy Soutdzeri;to t erdinand, kraunce, | lanmn 
ders & Soutdiers.they fight and keepe them backs: 
R odoricke wonld [capes fill kept im the mid/?, and 
kiid by Phibp, 


Phil, Now are his trecheries repaid with death; 
Philip and Pembrookegfound your retreats 
With better hope;in hun ali hatred exudes; 
The kings will now leue peaceg& toone be friends, 


Exeant, Later Peter woundea,Bowier following, 


Bow. Zounds,ncuer runne tor the matter,a ſcratcht face 
can not ſerue your turne,we mult haue bloudy noles; tid 
on yort gard? & 1 do not make haggaflc puduwgs of your 


gates, llc newer dominter 1athe long Alleycs agayne. 
I 3 Prrer,Cy m- 
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Peter Cymnecll,lle cracke you for this, He teach yours 
deale with Peter de Lions,and that without prolixitie, 
Bow, Do: baye at youin carnelt; 5, George, you rogue, 


Alarum, f;91; Bowyer kills hi, 


Bow, So, there's for your prolixities ; there's for Tho. 
mafin : the Thornbackly (laue, and he were made of any 
thing but griftles, lam a pu'mpian: 'Shartyhe had no mer-« 
tic 11 him; yet how the viilayne crak't and dominierd 
when he was ltuing : ah, (irra,ncuer grya for the matrer, 
tis Captayne Bowyer that ſpeaks tt, Whenthou meeiſt 
the great Dewll,commend mero him, and (ay, I feat him 
thee for anewyeresgiftt andchere's one Sarlaboys to, as 
arrant a bloud-ſucker, and as notable a coward, as cucr 
drew weapon in a bawdy houſe: hee carryes my macke a» 
bout him : it Dicke Bowyer be not writ a dountitull bee 
nefator in hell for my good deeds, in (ending thither fuch 
Canbals, I am a Rabbic-ſuekers yer 1icorne to vaune of 
my deedstao, They {ound a retreat; farewell, Petergand 
learne hereatcer whatit 1s 9 be rivallto an Englith geatles 
man, Caualtero Bowyer, one of the nyne wortiiyes, 

E xi, 


eA retreyt, Enter at one dore, Frannce,Flauwnders, 
and Souldiers: at the other dove Nawar, Bows 
yer, and Souldijers, 


Lew, Nvar, why haue you ſounded a retreyt ? 
VVill your proud hearc decline and call vs Lord ? 
Nau, Ve thought by the taynt liguage of your drums, 
Fraunce would have knowne his errour, and beg'dpcacc. 
Lew, France beg a peace ! 
Naw, Nauar call you ins Lord! 
Flan, \Vhy did youceale the fight, and found retreats 
Bow, Not weby this beard: not we,by the life of Pharo, 


Naw, Y our Trumpets guided by your faynting breath, 
Dohnerd 
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D cherted ys from wargandſounded peace, 
Lew, Nauar verides vs, 
Nan, Frauncegtis youthatdoo'r, 
Lew.Sculd vary and braucly let ys oncemoretoo'h, 


Enter in the widdeft, I embrecke, Ferditand, 
and I lalip. 

Pem, Kings of Nauar and t rauncey why doe youthus 
Wuhb c:wli burchery wound this blefled land, H.. 
VV ich like a mother, tron: her melung eyes, 

Sheds crymion teares, to lee you encniyes? 

Lewes of Fraunce, wherein hath great Nauar 
Dangerid your ſtategthat you thould proſecute 

W ar with her largeſt ruine? how bath Fraupce 
Sowed {uch inyerterate hate within your brelt, 

1 i:at to contours him, you will vudergoe 

1 tc orphants curiegthe widdowes teares & cries, 
Vholc husbanes in thele warres haue lolt their liyes? 
L're you contend, dilcourle your grieuaRcess 

Lew, t alle terdinand bis ic nucy rautilit our child, 

Fer, Now by my Knighthood, bonergand this gage, 
Fraunce ile approue you wrong that Ferdinand, 

Hb4l, Who can acculchum®© 

Lew, | bat did Rodornick, 

Fern, i hat Traytor,tor a deed ſofalſe,fo foule, 

Hath antwered it by this,cuen with his ſoules 

Nas, Cur lowne, and yalours bloometli” Engliſh Perm« 
By Lewes techery were butchered, (brooke, 

L kid. Were the whole worldicyrd in !otalle athing, 
Alone Ide combar all,and cleere the king, 

Pew, | tauncc never had detbigne intherr twodeaths, 

Xas, Fic leagu*d with Burbon,that deſtroy my cluld, 

Lew, He poyioned her deleruedly, 

Phil, T hat deed of ſhame 
Cur off his lifc,and rac'd out Burbons name, | 

Lew, His death ſbalbethy death;for thy hand ſlue him, 

Naw, I kis other t1athe battell twice to dayy 
| fo I 4 Made 
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Made vs retiredFraunce, ſhall weioyne inlergue, 
Till we haue veng'd our malice on theſe knights f 
Lew ,Nauar,agrecd. Souldiers, this kyld your Lords, 
Nas And this our tame: let's mangle them with ſwords, 
Pem, Take truce a while with rage: heare what wee'le 
This knight ſlew Bucbon,this 1nforſt you fly; (vrges 
Tnerfore you hate them,and tor hate they die, 
d1nce then true yertue 1s dishgured, 
Deſert trod downe,and their heroick worth, 
la witice doomd on Traytors merits, Death? 
Belold theſe two,wluch thouſands could not daunt, 
Burt your vngratitude,on bended knee, 
Yeeld yp their {woords to bide your tyranny, 
*T was be kild Burbon:; if gouloue him dead, 
Shew 1t by paring off ch1s valiant head: 
Do you the like;rochis revenge apace, 
They teare not threars,and lcorneto beg for grace, 
Lew, And they ſhall kind none, 
Nas, Knightsgtrynimph in death, 
Ve arc your head{men, Kings thall top your breath. 
T hey take off thewr Helmets, 
Lew, Philip, my ſoane ! 
Nas, Young Ferdinand my toy | (itroy, 
Pem, Call them not ſonnes, whom you would fayne de+ 
Nav, Hold notour age too long in deepe luſpett. 
Art thou Ferdinand? 
Lew, Andthou Philip ? 
- Fer, We arethe friendly ſonnes of aduerle parents, 
Your long loſt cluldren, though ſuppoſed ſlayne, 
We lwecgand cometo toy your age agayne, 
Nau, Welcome all carthly blifſe, 
Lew, \Velcome, deare child, 
T hy preſence halfe our ſorrow hath exiP'd, | 
Pem, Hoy loonthis Scene is chag'd ! choſe that euc now 
Were {worne warres ſeruants, now to peace do bow! 
Then Pembrooke,ſtrive to make their1oyes more tull, 


Secgkino!y tather,to that princely ſoone, 
png 'y : P / " "+00 "Te" 
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Pembrooke,the hated murderer of his friend: 
FPembrokegthat did deuide thee from hus fight, 
And cut ſo many paſlages ot death, 
Jo his indearcd bolome,huwbly thus 
Forgets h1s honour,and from your hye hand, 
Jnuckes icucnge tor wounding Ferdinands 
Fer, Null he turmounts re 12 an honour'd loue, 
Riſegtricadzor it chou firiv'ſt co have the world, 
la meas na glafleſee a tallc triend. 
Behold,I kncele,and here prochymetoall, 
My trica&ihip's broke, burthinetubſtanniall, 
Ne, Model of vertuc,honerd Pembroks Earle, 
Riſe 1n as deare regard as Ferdinand, 
Oh, had I Bellawua once in hold, 
Age would tune youth, & I ſhould ne're be old, 
Lew, }izd 1 my Katharina once agayney 
Qur wy were then itretche tothe higheſt trayne: 
But ſhe was rawiht,andthen murthered, 
Pb, Beare nec that hard opinion: Rodericks toung 
Slaundred that Princegand did kus yertue wrong, 
Pems, Lewis of Fraunce,heare what an Engliſh Earle 
Speaks inthe front and yiew of allthy Hoſtz 
It ever tcrdinand ſtaynd Katharines honours 
I was a party:yetin all your Campe, 
Whodaes itep forth and call me cauiſher® 
Nog Frauuce;know Pembioke isan Enghikman, 
Highly deriu'd, yet lugher in wy thoughts; 
Aud torto regitter mine aftsin braſle, 
W hich all-devouring time ſhall ne*re race out, 
Haue 1throughall the Courts of Chriftendome, 
Inknghcly tryzllprou'd wy vertue ſound, 
Raild Epgiands fawe aloft;and ſhall I now, 
In ber next continent, her netghbour Realmwe, 
Fraunce,on whoſe boſome \ way ſtand andice 
T hat bleed ſoylegthat bred and foſtred me, 
Soyle all my late gor honour, to conſent 


Vtoa royall Princes rawſhment? "x 


The Hiſtory of 
Ide ſooner from amountayne caſt my (clfe, 


Or from a huogry _ reare [us prays 
Thendare to ait adecd {o infamous : Futer Ka 


But wordsare ayre ; Lewis, beholdehis face; therine, 
This proues our honour cleere from all diſgrace, 
*bil, My deare filter ! 
Fer, My fayre Loue! | 
Fem, See, Princes, loues effett : ſhe flies your hand, 


Toluermbrace with her deare FerdinanJ, 

Lew. And heagen forbid that we ſhould ſunder them, 
Nauar,reach me thy hand : grym war is fled, 
Anipeace ſhall endthe ſame 1a a nupriall bed, 

Snne Philip, ratify your ſiſters choyce. 

7h1l, Een with my ſoule: for ever liue you bleſt, 

( Beliamira, had not curſed Burbon, 

For beaury robd ehy cheeks with Lepretic: 
Hadi? chou but tayd with meas is cheir ſtate, 
50 a1 bin mine, happy and fortunate, 


Enter Clowneattyred like a Cemtlem an, Bellamire 
ſoliowing with a Scarſe o» ber ſace, 


Clow, By yourleaue, ſweet blouds : may a Gentleman 
or ſo, deceyuz two or three ounces of words in this 
aflembly © 

Lew. Y ou nay. 

Clow,Is chere not a young Kings ſonne amongſt you, 
who treading the ſteps of his facher,is called Philip ? 

PL, I amthe manthou ſeekſt, 

Claw, Th:nthe old ſaying is verified, He that ſeeks, ſhall 
find, Heere is a peorekinſwoman of miae would defire 
{ome priuate mctilnar with you,or fo, 

P/1/, W nhme*?whomſce I 2 Bellamira ! 

Nas, Daughter ! ' 

Phil, Do notderide my Woes ſ e,ſpeake, pray, 

Pers, Lopke notloſitrange, is Aer. Louc, 


thetryall of Cheaalry, 


T bus nianag'd,co approne thy conſtancy, 
Embrace eas, and NN 2ar and 
Here end your ſtrife,and ler all hatred tall, 
And turce this warre to Hymens teſtiuall, 
Naw, T his Pembrooks counlell we ſublcribe ynte, 
NET like doth France: Logers mmbrace avs Loues; 
And Capruinesgjoyne your Bands, mix with power, 
Andlet Hoſe Code hc! 1 late were ' runs for death, 
5!cepe in their ſheathes, You, worthy Pembrooke, 
And all yourfollowers, ſhallreceyue our fauours, 
In plenteous largefſe: ſo,ſer on to Court; 
Sound Drums and Trumpets,deafe the ayre with cryes, 
And fill eche ſubies heart with ioyes increaſe, 
T*applaud our childrens loue, and this dayes peace, 
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